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FOREWORD 

IT WOULD BE NATURAL FOR PEOPLE TO THINK 
of The Seeing Eye as a school where blind people 
are taught to use extraordinary and highly 
trained dogs. They think of the dogs, perhaps, as 
a considerable advance over the faithful little 
animals one sometimes sees leading a blind per- 
son as he taps his way slowly along the sidewalk, 
his tin cup and pencils a silent plea for alms. 

But The Seeing Eye has been able to do much 
more with dogs than merely to provide safe and 
effective eyes through which blind people gain 
freedom to go about in even the heaviest traffic. 
It is changing people who were once devoid of 
ambition, who once considered that their handi- 
cap robbed them of any opportunity in life, into 
men and women ready and willing to compete 
for economic independence. It is this which 
lifts the work of The Seeing Eye from something 
that is valuable to something that is significant. 

In Dark Conquest, Mr. Heyliger has portrayed 
the real Seeing Eye. In his investigations which 
preceded the writing of this book, he found 
many examples of rehabilitation equal to that 
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which took place in Jerry Lane. Some of them 
are truly extraordinary and involved years of 
effort on the part of the school. Others are equally 
impressive perhaps because of the simplicity and 
ease with which they are accomplished. In every 
case it is the dog which makes it possible. 

Blind students, men and women, come to the 
school in classes of eight, the maximum an in- 
structor is able to teach at one time. The dogs 
are fully educated, having graduated from a 
three months^ course. While the major objective 
of the students is to learn through practice and 
instruction how to direct the dog and follow 
her guidance, some of them must learn other 
things, too. Many of them, sinc^ blindness, have 
lost the faculty of finding their *way in known 
surroundings. Others have fallen into the habit 
of shuffling feet and groping walk, with body 
bent forward and hands outstretched. Some have 
never walked down stairs unaided. Fear has de- 
feated them — not just the fear of physical injury 
but of economic dependence. It is this fear which 
so often has grave mental consequences — ^when 
the mind deteriorates and no longer can evalu- 
ate properly its impressions. These are things 
which must be unlearned if the dog is to bring 
independence. At The Seeing Eye the student is 
taught to free himself from these habits of help- 
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lessness, so that self-reliance and courage gradu- 
ally return. Anticipation replaces despair as the 
dog opens a new world for her master, one of 
which he dreamed but never hoped to have again. 

There are lectures and study periods at the 
school, but all the practical work of the student 
with his dog takes place on the streets of Morris- 
town, New Jersey, where the school is located. 
Here, morning and afternoon each day, the stu- 
dent gradually assimilates his lessons. Near the 
end of his month’s course he is able to go about 
the city without an instructor, just as he will 
on his return home. 

The method by which the dog and man work 
together is simple. The dog guide does not take 
her master to his destination without being told 
where to go. It is not generally appreciated, but 
blind people develop an adequate mental picture 
of their own communities. All they need is a 
means by which they may be guided around their 
picture. In a strange city they ask directions as 
anyone else would. It is simple to remember the 
blocks and to remember also when to go right 
or left. 

The master directs his dog by oral commands 
of "Right,” "Left,” or "Forward.” But it is the 
dog that guides the master. By means of the 
handle of the leather harness which he holds 
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Kghtly in his left hand, she takes him around 
pedestrians, sidewalk obstructions, automobiles, 
anything which may interfere with his safe prog- 
ress. The pace is rapid, rather faster than that 
of the average pedestrian. Upon arriving at street 
crossings the dog guides her master to the edge 
of the curb and stops. He finds the edge immedi- 
ately with his foot or cane and then gives her 
the command for the direction in which he 
wishes to go. 

For the purposes of his book, Mr. Heyliger has 
necessarily taken certain liberties with the 
method of educating the blind student. But he 
did so with the full approval of The Seeing Eye, 
for he has told his story with vivid accuracy 
wherever fundamental factors are involved. 

The sympathy with which Mr. Heyliger has 
developed the character of Jerry Lane and his 
appreciation of the psychology of blind people 
have made it possible for him to tell a story which 
The Seeing Eye sincerely hopes will be read by 
those thousands of people who, with misdirected 
compassion, are willing to give freely to the blind 
of their pity and charity but who withhold that 
which sightless people need most — imder- 
standing. 

Dorothy Harrison Eustis 
President of The Seeing Eye 
vi 
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CHAPTER I 

THERE WAS A TOUCH OF THE MYSTICISM 

of the Irish in the Lanes. Because of this they 
figured time largely from overshadowing 
events rather than from dates. At first a 
gentle mother used to say, "Since your 
father died ” Three years later the gen- 

tle voice was stilled and Molly Lane, at 
eighteen, found herself facing the responsi- 
bility of two younger brothers. She said, 

"Since mother died ” Then, abruptly, 

all the world changed and darkened. Molly 
said, with a catch in her voice, "Since Jerry 

met with his accident ” She said it with 

her head up and her black eyes level, but in 
spite of all she could do discouragement 
crept in and spread its shadow over her 
heart and over the house. 
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It was a house never intended to give 
shelter to discouragement. The porch was 
wide and cool, the dining-room bay and the 
upstairs dormers were homey, and the shin- 
gles had weathered gently as the shingles of 
a friendly house should weather. And yet, 
at the foot of the porch steps, the gentle 
warmth faltered and died. Weeds grew along 
the edges of the paths, there were gaps in 
the palings of the front fence, and a lawn- 
mower sagged listlessly in a patch of too- 
high grass. 

The village said that the Lane house was 
going downhill. Translated, that meant that 
the Lanes were going downhill, too — ^Molly, 
now twenty-four, and Jerry, twenty, and 
a red-haired stick of dynamite named Mi- 
chael who was only twelve. 

Jerry Lane, standing beside the railing on 
the friendly porch, knew that the sun was 
shining for he could feel its warmth. He 
knew that the weather would probably con- 
tinue fair for the wind out of the west was 
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dry on his sensitive cheeks. He knew that 
Agnes Kenyon, the girl next door, was pick- 
ing flowers for his sharp ears could hear her 
moving about and the scent of fresh buds 
was fragrant in his nostrils. It was only 
through sound, and feel, and smell that the 
world lived for Jerry Lane. He was blind. 

The quiet of the summer day was broken 
by the sound of Molly’s voice calling through 
the kitchen door. “Michael!” 

Silence. 

“Where are you, Michael?” 

The laughing face of Agnes Kenyon ap- 
peared from behind a trellis in the next 
yard. “Do you think the legs squirming 
through our hedge might be Michael, 
Molly?” 

Molly called an emphatic, “Michael 
Lane!” 

A red head popped into view behind the 
hedge. “Were you calling me, Molly? Were 
you?” 

"You know well I was calling you.” 
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“How did I know? Gosh, am I the only 
Michael? I bet if I came running every time 
somebody called 'Michael’ I’d have such 
sprained legs — ” 

“Will you come here?” 

He came crackling through the hedge. 
Agnes tossed him a rose, but he glared at 
her and left it unheeded where it fell. There 
it lay, a burst of crimson against the un- 
kempt green of the neglected grass. 

“Why can’t we have flowers, Molly?” he 
asked in the kitchen. "We always used to 
have flowers.” 

“Next year,” she said gayly, “you’ll be 
strong enough to spade the beds and, like 
that, we’ll have the finest flowers in the 
world.” Dear Lord, if there could be only 
one small plan, some spark of enthusiasm to 
take them from under the deadening pall of 
two blind, hopeless eyes. “It’s two o’clock, 
Michael.” 

The boy’s face fell. “Do I have to take 
him out again today?” 
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"Hush! Do you want him to hear you?” 

"Aw, gosh, it’s every day. I guess you 
wouldn’t want it every day. I was going for 
a swim with Tubby Sneetz.” 

“You can have your swim later.” 

“Tubby’s got to take out his newspapers 
later. Do you know what happens in sum- 
mer if you don’t keep clean? You get germs. 
Suppose I came home with a germ because 
I couldn’t wash it off with a swim — 

"You’ll take Jerry out now,” Molly said 
with finality. A moment later her warm 
heart softened. After all, Michael was only a 
small lad with no thought of burdens or 
cares. "Probably it’s the last time,” she said. 
"The dog will be here tomorrow.” 

Michael sniffed. "Then I’ll have to mind 
a dog, too, won’t I? Do you know what 
Tubby says? Do you? Tubby says anybody 
who spends good money for a dog for a 
blind ma — ” His voice stopped in the mid- 
dle of the word as though a silencing hand 
had been clamped over his mouth. 
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Out on the porch Jerry had heard. The 
blind face held neither hope nor despair but 
a listlessness that was worse than despair — a 
spiritless, apathetic resignation that had 
slowly dampened the weeks and the months. 
It helped to accormt for the unmended 
fence, the ragged walks, the significance of 
the unused, rusting lawn-mower. 

Michael shuffled out to the porch. “You 
ready, Jerry?” 

"I don’t think I’ll go walking today,” 
Jerry said in a flat voice. 

Michael blinked uneasily. "Why won’t 
you, Jerry? You always go walking, don’t 
you?” 

Jerry began, “When your own brother 
doesn’t want to — ” 

“Gosh, Jerry, I don’t want to go swim- 
ming. Honest, I don’t. Suppose I get a 
cramp? I guess you don’t know how many 
fellows get cramps, do you?” 

Jerry began again, “When your own 
brother — ” Then his voice died on its com- 
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plaint for Molly had appeared suddenly at 
his elbow. 

Her eyes blazed at Michael and the boy 
swallowed. Jerry fumbled uncertainly with 
the buttons of his coat. 

"You don’t feel ill today, Jerry?” she 
asked crisply. 

"N— no.” 

“Then it’s time for your walk.” 

Without protest Jerry permitted himself 
to be led down the porch steps. The con- 
stant, uncertain tapping of a cane grew 
faint as the brothers went up the street. 

Molly’s head ached as it always ached 
lately after one of these silent struggles with 
Jerry. She had to have a will for herself, a 
will to hold a roaring imp of a lad in line, a 
will that had to become the will of a dis- 
couraged brother who had none of his own. 
And Michael’s report of what Tubby had 
said about the purchase of the dog disturbed 
her. So much of her faith in the future had 
been built upon the dog. If — ^if — 
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She dared not think of failure. Weeks ago 
she had read of German shepherd dogs 
trained U be the eyes of the blind. Dogs 
that lifted blind men from despondency 
and made the world live again. She had 
written to the kennel in a wild glow of 
hope and the kennel had replied: 

Thank you for your frank letter. We 
thoroughly appreciate the situation you de- 
scribe. Could you afford to pay $ioo for one of 
our dogs? This kennel is endowed by public- 
spirited men and women and does not operate 
for profit. If you cannot pay $ioo how much 
could you pay? Even if you can pay nothing 
let us know. Sometimes, where conditions war- 
rant, we give a dog to a blind person of char- 
acter and promise. 

While these dogs are equipped to work in- 
telligently with the blind, it is necessary for 
each dog to become adapted to her blind master 
and the master to come to know his dog. This 
usually takes at least three weeks. Invariably 
each blind man comes here to Whippany to be 
trained to work with his dog. I gather from your 
letter that you could not afford to send your 
brother East. It happens that one of our men, 
lO 
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Mr. Joseph Bridges, is soon to visit his mother 
who lives, Mr. Bridges tells me, about jiive miles 
from you. In this case — ^not because we make a 
habit of sending out dogs but because he will 
be near you — ^he is willing to bring the dog with 
him and undertake the training at your home. 

You will understand, of course, that such 
training presents diflSculties that we do not ex- 
perience at the kennel. Here, at Whippany, the 
blind man is away from his family and from 
what might be well-meant but mistaken inter- 
ference with the training and the intimacy, faith 
and trust that must develop between the blind 
man and the dog. Therefore, should a dog be 
brought to you, I must rely upon your discretion. 

Molly had $io laid away. But $io seemed 
pitifully inadequate and her soul shrank 
from charity. In the end she had gone with 
her magazine and the letter to David Ferris, 
a teller for the Midland Trust Company, 
and David had listened to her with a hunger 
in his eyes. Once — That, however, was be- 
fore Jerry’s accident. After that Molly felt 
that she could not handicap a husband with 
her two brothers, and one of them blind. 
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*‘David/’ she had asked, "■would the bank 
lend me $90 on a note?” 

He had walked out of the consulting- 
room and had come back with a note for 
her to sign. She thought it was the bank’s 
money she had borrowed. But banks do not 
lend money unless there is security an4 
what security could a Lane give? 

David had walked with her to the door. 
"If this should prove insufficient, Molly — ” 

"Where else would I go?” she asked, her 
black eyes level with his. 

"Nowhere else — ever,” David had said. 

And tomorrow the dog would be here. She 
heard a cane tapping on the walk and be- 
gan to sing as though she did not have a care 
in the world. It was the greeting Michael 
and Jerry heard as they came up the walk. 

She sang again in the morning, but now 
the song was a flag to which to nail her own 
courage. Faintly, in the distance, a train 
whistled for the crossing below the station. 
Half an hour later a short, thick-set man 
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came along the street with a magnificent 
dog on a leash. There was majesty in the 
regal pose of its great, tawny body, pride in 
the arch of its intelligent head, beauty in 
the sweeping flourish of its gold-tinted tail. 
Molly ran out to the porch. 

"Jerry! It’s the dog.” 

Jerry began to tremble. "Is it a big dog? 
[’m afraid of big dogs. I — ” 

lie man called up from the sidewalk. "Is 
this the Lane home?” 

"Yes, sir,” Molly answered eagerly. 
'Come right up.” 

Man and dog were on the porch. Jerry 
shrank back. The man put a hand upon the 
blind boy’s arm. 

"This is a dog you’ll come to love,” he 
said. "Here, Lady.” The dog pressed against 
ferry’s legs. "Lady Nan wants to be sure 
Srou have welcomed her. Put your hand on 
ber head.” 

Jterry’s cold, reluctant fingers found a 
stiff, alert ear. It seemed to him, fumbling 
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in the never-ending dark, that the ear was 
part of a head monstrously large. He stood 
frozen. 

“My name,” the man said pleasantly, “is 
Joe Bridges. What’s yours?” 

“Jerry.” 

“Jerry, Fm going to leave you and Lady 
alone for a little while to get acquainted.” 

“No!” Jerry cried in a panic. “Don’t let 
him, Molly.” 

“What are you afraid of?” Joe Bridges 
asked in that same pleasant voice. “Of Lady? 
You mustn’t fear her. She’d tear apart any- 
body who’d try to harm you.” 

Again a strong mind had spoken its will 
and a timorous will shrank into obedience. 

“Come,” the man said to Molly. They 
passed into the house. 

“Was that necessary?” Molly asked, tight- 
lipped. 

“Yes. He’s lost his poise; we must give 
him no chance to waver. How long has he 
been blind?” 
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"Four years.” She waited — ^five minutes, 
ten. Of course this man who seemed so sure, 
so certain, probably knew best. And yet all 
she could see in her imagination was her 
brother, in motionless terror, standing white 
and rigid beside a strange dog. 

“We’ll go back to him now,” Mr. Bridges 
said. 

“Look!” Jerry cried when he heard their 
footsteps. “She likes me.” The dog had not 
moved from his side. 

The blood leaped in Molly^s veins. Agnes 
Kenyon watched from her own porch. 
Michael had appeared from somewhere and 
sat upon the steps. 

“Hey, Molly! Can I take the dog down to 
Tubby’s?” 

It was Joe Bridges who answered. “Fm 
afraid not, youngster.” 

“Aw, gosh, I only want to show her to 
Tubby—” 

"No,” the trainer of dogs said emphati- 
cally. “Lady Nan stays with Jerry every 
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moment. She sleeps in his room at night. As 
a matter of fact, for the first ten days or so 
I must be absolutely alone with Jerry dur- 
ing training periods. That is imperative and 
I must ask you to obey. Lady Nan can 
never be a general family pet; she is to be 
Jerry’s eyes.” 

*'You hear that?” Jerry demanded. “She’s 
my dog.” 

“Aw, keep yoxxr old mutt,” Michael 
scowled. “I bet Tubby’s dog would chew 
her ears o£E.” At that moment a lean, rangy 
mongrel sniffed along the fence and Tubby 
Sneetz called a “Hey, Mickey!” from the 
street. Michael stalked down toward the 
gate. 

“That will be about all for today,” Mr. 
Bridges announced. “I’ll see you tomorrow, 
Jerry.” 

“You’re — you’re not taking Lady away?” 
Jerry asked. 

The trainer of dogs laughed. “You want 
her now, don’t you? No; she stays here. To- 
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morrow she’ll take you out for your first 
stroll.” 

Jerry ran a tremulous hand down the 
dog’s back. "Tell me what she looks like, 
Molly.” 

Molly tried to find words to tell him. The 
telephone rang and she hurried inside. 

"Did the dog arrive?” came David Ferris’s 
voice from the bank. 

"David, I’m almost afraid to believe it’s 
true. It’s the first interest he’s shown in 
anything.” 

"I’m glad,” David told her, “for your 
sake as well as his.” 

A shadow scurried and skulked through 
an angle of her vision. She called, but there 
was no reply. Upstairs the bathroom door 
was locked. 

"Michael, open that door.” 

A key turned reluctantly. A small boy, 
the ripped sleeve of a shirt dangling, gave 
her an experimental grin. "It isn’t torn 
much, Molly.” 
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"Who were you fighting with?” she asked 
coldly. 

"Aw, Tubby said Jerry’s dog was a flea- 
trap.” 

"Didn’t I hear you call her a mutt? Not 
many hours ago?” 

"Aw, that was different. That was just 
us. Your own family makes a difference, 
doesn’t it, Molly? Doesn’t it?” 

"May it always make a difference,” Molly 
prayed in her heart. But she couldn’t diow 
softness to a twelve-year-old filled with a 
red belligerency of loyalty. 

"I’m giving you,” she said, "five minutes 
to clean yourself.” 

That afternoon a woman’s song lifted the 
house out of its years of discouragement for 
now it was a song of happiness and hope. A 
blind youth who had gone his lonely way 
had found a companion. His voice lost its 
plaintive note of resignation as he crooned 
to the dog. Soft paws padded from room to 
room in his wake. 
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“Look!” lie cried to MoUy. “She must like 
me. She follows me everywhere.” 

Molly’s song rose on a loftier note. At 
bed-time Jerry and the dog went upstairs. 
Ever since he had been blind he had slept 
with his door open so that she might hear 
him if he stirred in the night. Now the door 
closed softly but definitely. MoUy stood in 
thought. If he was to be kept from waver- 
ing — She went upstairs and threw the door 
wide. 

“You’re letting her out,” Jerry cried 
fretfully. “The man said she must sleep in 
my room.” 

"If she leaves it,” Molly said, “she’s not 
the dog we think her.” 

“But — ” The protest died, drowned in 
the habit of surrender. Jerry lay there in 
wakeful unrest, and the house quieted. Sup- 
pose — ^suppose the dog didn’t like him as 
much as he thought she did? Suddenly, 
above everything else in the world, Jerry 
wanted the dog to like him. An hour struck. 
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and after a long time a single gong an- 
nounced the half-hour. The blind youth 
moved on his pillow. 

"Lady,” he whispered. 

Something stirred in the room. A moist 
nose muzzled the palm of his hand. 

"You do like me. Lady, don’t you?” he 
choked, and fell asleep with his hand on 
her head. 

Molly saw a subtly changed Jerry come 
down to breakfast. Something of the fixed 
blankness of the blind had left his face. She 
gave him the dog’s food, and he set the dish 
on the floor and knelt beside Lady while she 
ate. 

"Aw,” Michael grumbled, "why doesn’t 
he put a napkin under her chin?” It still 
rankled with the boy that the dog was to be 
in no part his. 

But he was all rapt attention when 
Mr. Bridges arrived. A saddle-harness was 
strapped around Lady’s strong shoulders; a 
U-shaped leather handle ran up to end in a 
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semi-rigid hand-grip. For an hour Jerry 
struggled with the harness, buckling it on 
and slipping it off. After that it was time 
for him to go out with the dog. 

Groping, tapping nervously with his cane, 
he went down four steps. "Where are you, 
Mr. Bridges?” he cried. 

"Here,” called the dog-trainer. 

"She’s pressing against me.” 

"She’s not pressing against you,” the man 
soothed. "She’s close to you, very close, but 
not pressing. You’ll grow accustomed to 
that closeness. She must stay close. She’s a 
part of you — your eyes.” 

They were on the sidewalk. Abruptly the 
dog started at a fast pace. Jerry cried out 
once. Then he dropped the leash and stood 
swaying, his arms out-thrust as though to 
ward off threatening, unseen dangers. 

Molly ran down the steps. 

"Please!” The trainer of dogs blocked her 
off with a sharply upraised hand. He 
turned to the boy and spoke slowly. "Jerry, 


21 



DARK. CONQUEST 

you’re through feeKng your way with a 
cane. You must trust Lady fearlessly. You 
must follow her boldly. She will never lead 
you to anything but safety.” He placed the 
hand-grip of the harness in Jerry’s hands. 

Again the blind lad dropped the hand- 
grip in panic. But this time he had taken a 
dozen steps. 

"Again,” Joe Bridges urged. 

Molly, white-lipped, watched the struggle 
of blindness to follow uncertainly into dark- 
ness and dread. Agnes came through the 
hedge and stood beside her and she was 
scarcely conscious of the other girl’s pres- 
ence. Her throat ached and she lost track of 
time. 

It was over at last. A dog took a shaken, 
pathetically strained figure up the porch 
steps and indoors. Joe Bridges strode in from 
the street. 

"That was cruel,” Agnes blazed. "Brutally 
cruel.” 

The dog-trainer looked at her without 
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emotion. "Are you a member of this fam- 
ily?” 

"Fm a friend of Miss Lane’s.” 

"I must insist that both friends and fam- 
ily keep hands off. This is one reason we 
have never before trained a blind man 
away from the kennel. What happened to- 
day was necessary. Other things may be 
necessary that you will not understand. I 
must insist upon no comments in Jerry’s 
presence; I must trust to your common 
sense not to undo my work through your 
conversations with him when I am not here. 
So long as he crawls with a tapping cane 
he’s a blind man. At present he moves too 
slowly, the dog moves too fast. His speed 
must be coaxed up. Lady’s brought down. 
When both speeds meet, when confidence 
has been developed — I can show you blind 
men who walk faster and bolder than men 
with sight. They are blind men removed 
forever from the shackles of their blind- 
ness.” 
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The phrase rang like a hymn in Molly’s 
ears. Removed from the shackles of their 
blindness! In the kitchen she found a wan 
Jerry sitting beside the dog. Michael pleaded 
with a burning eloquence. 

“What do you mean you can’t do it 
again? Sure, you can. You’re doing swell. 
Isn’t he, Molly?” 

“Splendidly,” said Molly, and steeled her 
heart against the pallid appeal of a blind, 
sightless face. 

Gently, persistently, patiently, Joe Bridges 
went on from day to day. A stumbling 
Jerry walked and clung to a hand-grip, a 
half -block, a block, a quarter of a mile. He 
came to know every significant message of 
the dog’s body so close to his legs: the almost 
complete blockade that warned him he 
must stop, the half-pressure that slowed 
him up, the oblique veering that took him 
around everything that stood in his way. 

Suddenly the confidence that Joe Bridges 
had sought to create was born. He came 
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home one afternoon in a glow. Molly heard 
the ring of his voice. With the grip in his 
left hand and the spirited, magnificent shep- 
herd dog at his side, he went upstairs whis- 
tling. When, Molly thought, had she heard 
him whistle before? 

“Mr. Bridges,” she said impulsively, “I 
can’t find the words to thank you. I had 
begun to doubt you would make Jerry do 
what you wanted.” 

"I haven’t — ^yet. Tomorrow I must send 
him out alone.” 

She looked at him sharply. 

“That,” he told her, “is sometimes hard.” 

She counted the slow hours of the night. 
Morning brought a round of duties that 
kept her mind occupied. Michael held a 
shouted conversation out an upstairs’ win- 
dow with a boy in the street; a dog’s paws 
padded on the stairs. And at ten o’clock 
capable-looking Joe Bridges came through 
the gate. 

“How are you, Jerry?” He did not wait 



DARK. CONQUEST 

for a reply. "Well, harness her. I have some 
things to attend to and Fll see you off.” 

There was a stark silence. “Aren’t you 
coming with us?” Jerry asked. 

"Fll pick you up later.” 

It was casually said as though it were the 
most natural thing in the world for a blind 
man to walk out with a dog. And yet this 
time the silence brooded Uke a pall. 

"I don’t think I care to go out today,” 
Jerry said at last. 

The trembling, panicky hysteria was gone 
from his voice. Molly knew then that as- 
sociation with Lady Nan had already done 
something to him. It would not longer be 
possible to face him down, to conquer him, 
with strength of will. Somehow, in these 
days of struggle, he had developed a will of 
his own. 

Joe Bridges said quietly, "Harness her, 
Jerry.” 

"No.” A hand went up to fumble with 
the buttons of his coat. “When you don’t 
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know what the next step will bring — What 
do you know about being blind? I can’t do 
it. Not only with a dog. No. I can’t and I 
won’t.” 

Silence brooded. Lady Nan, her ears 
rigid in attention, stood protectingly beside 
Jerry as though she knew something was 
wrong and tried to shield him. He dropped 
a hand to her head. 

Molly stood motionless. Joe Bridges had 
said no interference, but the time he had set 
was past. The trainer knew dogs, but she 
knew her brother. Watching his hand upon 
the dog’s head she made a quick decision. 

"You’re fond of her, Jerry, aren’t you?” 
she asked. 

"Fond?” He spoke as men speak of the 
thing they love. "She’s the greatest dog in 
the world.” 

"That’s talk.” 

"I mean it.” 

"You can’t mean it. You have no faith in 
her.” 
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Jerry stood as though carved. The dog 
licked his fingers and a slow stiffening ran 
through his body. 

"Faith?” he said wonderingly. "I have 
more faith in her — Michael!” 

“Michael isn’t here,” Molly said through 
dry hps. 

“Give me her harness.” 

Kneeling, he buckled it on. His fingers 
were rmsteady. Those same fingers groped 
and found a cane. 

“Out!” he said. “Forward, Lady.” 

Joe Bridges stepped aside. Nobody spoke 
as the dog, slowly and carefully, took him 
down the steps. 
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CHAPTER 11 

MOLLY LANE WAS RIGHT; JERRY HAD DE- 
veloped a will. It was only a faint spark of 
will as yet, a thin streak of iron that might 
some day be a firm, unbending rod. Thin as 
the streak was, all the command that Molly 
could have put into an order would not 
have moved him today. But she had chal- 
lenged his faith in Lady Nan and — and that 
had been different. His pride in the dog and 
his love for her had taken him down the 
porch steps. 

Sweat beaded on his forehead. Accus- 
tomed to walk with the dog on his left and 
Joe Bridges on his right, the absence of the 
man left a black void. The trainer had never 
once put a hand upon his arm, but the man 
had always been there. That was it — there. 
He had been a voice, life, help if help were 
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needed. And now the voice, and the life and 
the help were gone. 

Moisture grew clammy along the blind 
man’s spine. Today the dog led him no fas- 
ter than yesterday or the day before and 
yet he seemed to rush headlong into a black 
pit. His mind painted perils and dangers. 
Suppose the dog, too, had reacted to the 
presence of Joe Bridges? Suppose she should 
make a mistake now that the trainer was 
not with them? 

"Lady,” Jerry whispered hoarsely, "stand 
by me.” 

Men and women brushed past him. They 
had brushed past him on all the other days, 
but today he shrank from moving bodies he 
could not see. A skating boy went by in a 
wild rush and panic gripped him. He might 
be knocked off his feet, pitched into the 
roadway, struck by a car. Unmanned, he 
called the dog to a halt. 

Lady Nan, patient, sat beside him, and 
watched him, and waited. 
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The unseen tide of hiunan traffic flowed 
in an unbroken stream. Walking or stand- 
ing still he was subject to the same hidden 
hazards. He struggled for the ability to 
think and reason calmly. If he gained noth- 
ing by standing still, why not walk? But at 
least while motionless he was anchored to 
the ground. Walking meant stepping for- 
ward into the terrifying jaws of confusion 
and uncertainty. Yet he knew that he could 
not stay here. He had to go back to the 
house or go on. 

The palm of the hand that gripped the 
handle was damp. Twice he almost brought 
himself to give the signal that would bring 
the dog to movement and twice his courage 
faltered and failed. The human tide eddied 
and swirled about him and footsteps and 
voices receded and advanced. If he went 
back — But he couldn’t go back. They had 
challenged his faith in the dog. He forced 
his lips to move. 

“On, Lady!” 
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On into tKat yawning, unknown black- 
ness with nothing between him and disaster 
but a dog. Two-way winds on his face and 
the clamor of traf&c criss-crossing told him 
he was at a corner. Lady, shifting her body 
slightly closer to his legs, blocked his ad- 
vance as she always did when they came to a 
curbing so that he might test the height of 
the step-oflE with his cane. 

He had crossed this very roadway with 
Lady on his left and Joe Bridges on his right. 
He had trusted her then — ^but Joe Bridges 
had been there, too. Now he could not force 
himself to step off the curb into that lane 
through which cars and trucks hurtled. 

"Right,” he said. 

Lady shifted position and led him along a 
new street. 

He sweated again. The thought of walk- 
ing out blind into automobile traffic had 
left him sapped and limp. Joe Bridges had 
told him that all over the country blind 
men were following their dogs through the 
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thickest traffic. Perhaps, at the next cor- 
ner — 

But at the next corner terror left him 
helpless. Again he turned right and went 
along a street. If there were only somebody 
with him! Not that he wanted help, just 
that somebody were there. Then he wouldn’t 
be so woefully alone. 

He was not, though, quite as alone as he 
thought. A hundred feet behind the stocky 
form of Joe Bridges trailed in his wake. 

Down to one corner and turn, back to 
another corner and turn. The shaking fear 
of the crossings suddenly made the side- 
walks a much smaller panic. So much a 
smaller panic that he began to walk with 
comparative boldness. Instinct, some sixth 
sense of the blind, told him at last that even 
though the dog-trainer was not here Lady 
was veering him to right and to left unerr- 
ingly and taking him safely through the 
flow of people. 

How many times had he walked the 
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block? Eight, ten? He could return to the 
house now. He turned a corner and made 
for home. Joe Bridges passed him with a 
quick stride. 

“Forty minutes,” he reported to Molly. 
“That’s better than the average first time 
out alone.” 

Molly’s face became radiant. Watching 
her brother and the guiding dog come down 
the street toward the house she marveled at 
the changes a few days had wrought. The 
blind groper who had tapped out a slow, 
cautious advance now walked with triple 
his former speed* 

Jerry unstrapped the harness from the 
dog. “Who says I have no faith in her?” 

“It was a thrust to spur you on,” said 
Molly. 

“Lady can take me anywhere,” he 
boasted, and something in his tone caused 
her eyes to pucker suddenly into sharp lines. 
He passed into the hall and the dog that had 
become his shadow went with him. In the 
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privacy of his room his Ups twitched. The 
boast had been a brace for a newly found 
pride, but up here alone with the dog pride 
fell from him. Lady, as though aware of 
something wrong, put a consoling head upon 
his knee. 

"It wasn’t your faixlt,” he said. 

Down on the porch Molly spoke in an 
undertone. "What was it that went 
wrong?” 

"How do you know anything went 
wrong?” the man demanded. 

"I know his voice.” 

Joe Bridges nodded. "Yes. I might have 
guessed that. He faltered at the corners.” 

"Should he have crossed?” 

"We mustn’t expect too much at the 
start,” the trainer said gently. 

Here was something she had not foreseen. 
It meant another step along a hard road, a 
new hazard that would have to be overcome. 
If the corners stopped Jerry he would be 
chained to the square of his own block, a 
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prisoner liberated but only partly free. She 
met it as she met all other issues, squarely. 

"When are you leaving us, Mr. Bridges?” 

"Within a few days. At the kennel we 
never send a man away with his dog until 
they work together perfectly. But I cannot 
stay here indefinitely — that’s the disadvan- 
tage of training this way. You understand 
that? Anyway, there’s only one hazard left. 
Once he crosses streets there’s nothing more 
to worry about. You must have confidence 
in him — and patience.” 

“Is there anything I can do to help?” 

"Whatever help he gets now,” the man 
said, "must be of his making and Lady’s.” 

Molly turned that over in her mind. She 
had thought once Jerry began to walk 
alone — But apparently walking was only 
the first step; and after Joe Bridges had de- 
parted, she saw with clear -eyed vision there 
might be many, many steps of which she 
knew nothing. Thoughtfully she came in 
from the porch. Jerry, who had come down- 
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stairs, went through the tripping grass with 
slow progress and stood at the hedge talking 
to Agnes Kenyon. A dog snarled at Lady 
through the fence and was driven away by 
Michael. Shortly thereafter Molly heard the 
boy prowling about the cellar and went to 
the head of the stairs. 

"Who’s dog was that, Michael?” 

"Tubby’s. He’d better stop looking for 
fights with Lady. You know where the oil 
is, Molly? The oil in a squirt-can. I want to 
oil the lawn-mover.” 

"What for?” 

"Aw, gosh, Jerry can’t walk through all 
that high grass, can he?” 

Molly found the oil. Once she had prayed 
for some small urge, some faint spark of 
ambition that would lead them to effort. 
"You’ll have to sickle fiirst, Michael.” 

His face fell, but only for a moment. 
"You don’t know where the sickle is, do 
you?” 

Her heart leaped. "You’ll be famished 
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when you’re finished,” she said. "Perhaps I’ll 
find the time for a three-layer cake.” 

Ingredients not called for by the cook- 
book — Slaughter and gladness — ^went into 
that cake. Molly was sure that no layers had 
ever come from the oven lighter and 
browner. At four o’clock David Ferris’s car 
came from the bank and stopped at the 
curb. Michael had disappeared, but a third 
of the rank grass had been sickled and raked. 

David frowned. "You’re not doing that, 
Molly?” 

"Why should I with a willing brother in 
the house?” 

"You don’t mean Michael?” 

"Who else?” 

"Where is he?” David demanded with 
enthusiasm. "This ought to be worth an ice- 
cream cone.” , 

But Molly shook an emphatic head. "A 
cone? For him to know it as a bribe? That 
would never do. Besides, I’ve baked him a 
cake.” 
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"Oh,” he said, "a cake.” Suddenly he 
laughed at her. "Of course that isn’t a 
bribe?” 

"But he doesn’t know it as a bribe,” she 
said seriously. "It’s just a little something 
extra for the table.” 

The laughter died out of him. "What a 
job you’re doing!” he said slowly. 

The days went on. Michael, having fin- 
ished with the grass, spaded the flower-beds. 
It was too late to plant seeds, but Molly 
found the next spring glowing with prom- 
ise. Miraculously the sun was brighter, the 
air sweeter. Into their world a dog had 
walked, and now all the world was changed. 

But soon the sun of that world darkened. 
Jerry, coming and going with the dog, fell 
into periods of silent brooding. Joe Bridges 
had said it would take time. Time, yes; but 
all at once she was afraid of too much time. 
Let street corners form the bars of a prison 
long enough and Jerry might become con- 
vinced he would never break free. 
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On the day that this knowledge came to 
her David Ferris telephoned from the bank. 
"I saw Jerry walking with Lady this morn- 
ing. He’d be safe with her anywhere, 
wouldn’t he?” 

"Anywhere,” said Molly. 

"There’s a good picture showing tonight.” 

Fear of leaving Jerry had kept her in the 
house; it was ages since she and David had 
gone out together. But now, with Lady a 
constant shadow at her brother’s side — 

"I’ll be ready at eight o’clock,” she said. 
Her heart went up a beat. 

Under the spell of music, of soft lights, 
of drama upon a screen, her anxieties van- 
ished. Whatever tomorrow might bring, to- 
night was filled with glamour and enchant- 
ment. David drove her home. Abruptly she 
was back with a house that needed constant 
care and a blind man slowly surrendering to 
despair. Her breath came and went in a 
sigh. 

"Jerry?” David asked. 
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"Yes.” She told him of the hazards that 
built her blind brother’s prison. But his 
thoughts, as he listened, were only of her. 

"It isn’t fair,” he protested. "No young 
girl should have to carry so much. Can’t I 
help?” 

"Nobody can help,” she told him. No- 
body, Joe Bridges had said, but Lady. But 
how could even the wisest dog be of use to 
a man who, having found his courage, be- 
gan to lose it again? She let herself into the 
darkened house and went upstairs. A guard- 
ian shadow came to the door of Jerry’s 
room. 

"Lady,” she whispered, “help him.” 

In the morning a yawning stomach drove 
Michael down early for breakfast. He ate 
until the first pangs of hunger were satis- 
fied. Then; 

"You know why Jerry always stands 
around the corner, Molly?” 

"Perhaps he likes to hear the swift rush of 
the cars,” Molly said casually. 

41 



DARK CONQUEST 

Jerry’s step sounded in the hall. "What’s 
that about corners?” 

Molly gave Michael a warning, silencing 
look. “Corners?” she asked vaguely as 
though the subject were of such small mo- 
ment it had already gone from her mind. 
She brought hot cereal from the stove. 

Jerry fed the dog first. Usually he stood 
beside her talking to her as though she were 
some friend of intimate understanding, but 
today he was silent and grave. Michael left 
for school with his books in a strap; a mo- 
ment later they heard him yelling shrilly in 
the yard. 

"It’s that Sneetz dog again,” Molly said 
from the window. Jerry seemed not to have 
heard her. The flesh around his sightless eyes 
was pinched and puckered. 

“What were you and Michael saying 
about corners?” he asked. 

Molly saw there was no escape. “Michael 
asked me why you stood there so often.” 

"Because — because I’m afraid to cross,” 
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Jerry said. Even in moments of fear he was 
no longer the self -pitying whiner. “I try not 
to be afraid, but I can’t force myself off the 
curb. I try every day. I’m going to try again 
today.” His voice went up. "And tomor- 
row, and the day after, and every day until 
I do it.” 

But Molly knew he had either to win to 
freedom soon or be forever lost. 

He buckled the harness on Lady and stood 
up a little wearily. "Out,” he said. 

Sidewalks had become safe, familiar 
ground. He had come to know what every 
twist and movement of Lady’s body meant; 
his steps quickened, shifted, halted as he 
read and interpreted her silent commands. 
But as the noise of the corner grew in his 
ears his pace came down to an apprehensive 
crawl and the hand that held the leash trem- 
bled. 

The curb might have been a mountain so 
completely did it stop him. A fiber of his 
soul that he had tried to stiffen and hold 
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firm shrank and melted. His hearing regis- 
tered a terrifying clamor of turmoil — the 
blare of horns, the sinister suction and whir 
of tires speeding over concrete, the rattle 
and clangor and roar of cars, busses and 
trucks in wild tumult. Hidden from his 
sight it became all the more terrifying. His 
knees grew weak. 

"Might I help you across?” some one 
asked at his elbow. 

“Thank you,” he said with an effort, "Fm 
not crossing.” What good would it do him 
to cross with a hand on his arm? Nothing 
would be settled, nothing won. And once 
on the other side — He swallowed paiafully. 
Once on the other side he would be ma- 
rooned, unable to come back, cut off from 
his own house. 

Lady, restless at the curb, urged him 
gently. 

"I can’t make it,” he gulped. "You under- 
stand, Lady, don’t you? I can’t.” 

A signal passed down through the 
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U-shaped handle, and the dog turned obedi- 
ently to bring him back along the familiar 
street. The heart slowly went out of him. 
Beaten again! Beaten by unseen, roaring 
monsters. Shut up in torment, hemmed in 
by fantastic terrors, locked in behind un- 
breakable walls of black horror — 

“Look out, Jerry,” a voice cried sharply. 

A Thing rushed upon him out of the shud- 
dering blind world. He felt the threatening 
passage of a body; a hot breath steamed 
against the hand that held Lady’s leash. Lady 
whimpered and moved against him, and he 
almost lost his balance. The Thing rushed 
again, snarling now and snapping, and 
again Lady jerked about. He had to shift the 
leash to save himself. But even as he tottered 
and fought to stay on his feet he knew the 
nature of the attacking horror. It was a 
dog. 

The street rang with cries and shouts. The 
snarl of the charging beast seemed to be on 
all sides of him. Lady, panting and whim- 
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pering, never leaving his side, twisted, and 
turned and circled frantically. Staggering, 
buffeted, helpless, he rocked in a dizzy chaos 
of sick dismay. 

People, bodies, voices were around him. 
Somebody shouted, “Drive that dog off,” 
and arms held him and supported him. 
Tongues babbled. “That’s the Sneetz dog, 
isn’t it?” The world steadied, and Lady 
trembled against his leg. Through force of 
habit his tremulous hand reached for her. 
The hairs along her spine were stiff as wire. 

Jerry shook with a nervous chill. The 
world had steadied, but it was still a world 
of dark, suspended terror. A hand held him 
by the right arm. 

“I’ll be all right in a moment,” Jerry whis- 
pered. 

“I’ll take you home,” said a voice. 

“Lady — can take me — ^home,” he said. 
His one thought at the moment was to save 
Molly the shock of seeing him led by a stran- 
ger. 
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But Molly, finding him on the porch, 
needed only one look at his face. It was 
marked with disaster. 

"What happened, Jerry?” 

"Another dog.” 

Her hand went up to her throat. "What 
did Lady do?” 

"I don’t know. I couldn’t see.” He said 
again, "I couldn’t see.” 

She stood very still. WTiat had happened 
today was a calamity that could not be 
talked away. She could only pretend an un- 
dismayed calmness and hope that her 
brother would come to calmness too. But 
even as she pretended she knew that where 
before he had been afraid to cross corners 
he might now be afraid to go out with the 
dog at all. 

The faith was gone from Jerry. He was a 
blind man once Ufted up momentarily by a 
guiding light and now plunged back into 
hopeless blindness again. He felt that there 
would never be another moment without its 
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terror and uncertainty; never another mo- 
ment when he would walk beside Lady in 
safety and confidence. 

He sat there stricken as the morning 
passed. Agnes Kenyon talked gayly to Molly 
across the hedge and Molly went out into 
the yard. What was said then he did not 
know, but suddenly the joy and the laugh- 
ter were gone from Agnes’s voice. Children 
began to come through the street from 
school. He heard Michael’s shrill yelp, the 
gruffer tones of Tubby Sneetz. Lady sat up 
at his feet. 

A thought beat through his numb despair. 
The Sneetz dog might be with Tubby. His 
hand dropped to grasp Lady’s thick coat. 

Soft hairs slipped through his fingers. 
Lady, with a low, harsh sound in her throat, 
was gone from him in a powerful leap. 

Michael’s shout broke the stillness. "Lady! 
Lady! Get your dog. Tubby. Get — ” 

The blind, hidden universe became a bed- 
lam of battle. Children screamed in the 
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Street and the yard was a maelstrom of mad, 
snarling fury. Jerry stumbled to his feet and 
clung to the porch rail in helpless anguish. 

“Molly!” His cry was the cry of a soul 
engulfed. 

But Molly, aroused by the turmoil, was 
already there. “Oh! What shall we do? 
Michael! Agnes! Can’t somebody stop 
them?” 

As abruptly as it had begun the fight was 
over. One moment there was vicious con- 
flict; the next moment peace. A dog’s howls 
receded into the distance. 

“Did you see Lady give it to Tubby’s 
dog?” Michael shouted from the lawn. “Did 
you, Molly? Did you see it, Agnes?” 

Jerry choked. “Is — ^is she all right?” 

“Aw, since when could Tubby’s dog hurt 
Lady?” 

Michael’s feet pounded the porch steps 
and Jerry felt the pressure of a strong body 
against his legs. He sank to his knees. They 
said she was all right, but — His hands went 
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over her and sought reassurance, over her 
regal head and along the tawny back. After 
that his arms went around her neck and 
held her. 

“Lady just made one rush,” Michael clam- 
ored, "and then Tubby’s dog was on his 
back and Lady had him by the throat. But 
she didn’t bite him. You know what she 
did? She just shook him like she was saying 
for him to watch his step or she would give 
it to him. And then she let Tubby’s dog up 
and Tubby’s dog went scooting.” 

Jerry’s arms tightened around a proud 
neck. "I didn’t understand. Lady,” he said. 

A warm tongue touched his cheek. 

"But I understand now.” He stood up and 
reached for the harness, and Molly caught 
her breath with the miracle of what had 
happened to his face. The tragedy of two 
hours ago had been wiped away. "Oh, but I 
understand perfectly now.” 

"What do you understand now?” Agnes 
asked. "Something about Lady?” 
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“Don’t you see? When the Sneetz dog at- 
tacked her this morning she didn’t fight 
back. She had me to think of. I know what 
happened; she kept facing him and driving 
him off. That’s the reason she kept turning 
me around. "When the Sneetz dog came in 
the yard she was out of harness, free. She 
taught him a lesson and came back to me. No 
matter what happens she’ll always think first 
of me.” A signal passed through the handle 
and Lady took him to the steps. 

Only Molly guessed the magnificent faith 
that sent her brother forth. He went down 
through the gate and turned boldly to the 
right and she ran to the fence and stood there 
with Michael on one side of her and Agnes 
on the other and her eager breath coming 
and going jerkily through parted lips. 

"What is it?” Agnes asked. 

"I think it’s the hour we’ve been waiting 
for,” said Molly. 

Michael hung halfway across the fence. 
“Look! He’s down at the corner.” 
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Molly had him by the coat lest he pitch 
over. “Can you see him now?” 

“Sure. He’s standing at the corner.” 

“Don’t lose him, Michael.” 

“Aw, I can see him swell! He’s — ^he’s — 
Look! He’s crossing the street. He’s crossing 
with Lady. Look!” 

Molly’s heart swelled with a prayer. 

And down at the corner there was exalta- 
tion in the heart of a bhnd man who had 
broken down a door, who had left terror 
behind, who had snapped his chains. Out in 
the roadway the dog halted hini with a warn- 
ing movement and a car passed in front. 
They went on and a car passed behind. She 
halted him again, and they were at the curb 
on the other side. 

He waited there to drink in the knowledge 
of this wondrously new freedom, to taste 
the savor of his deliverance. There were no 
more unseen dangers, no more hidden, yawn- 
ing pitfalls, no more stepping forward into 
menacing jaws of doubts. There was no more 
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doubt; there were no more barriers. Bounda- 
ries had vanished. The whole village was his 
to move through as he pleased. 

"About, Lady,” he said. 

The shepherd dog turned. 

"Forward.” 

Michael, still draped across the fence, cried 
out, "Jerry’s crossing the street again with 
Lady.” 

They came toward the house triumphant; 
a dog of single-minded loyalty that had 
found her devotion weeks before, a blind 
man who had found his courage and his dog 
only that day. 
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AUTUMN CAME EARLY THAT YEAR AND 
brought rich activity to a house that had lain 
long in hopeless sloth. A transformed Michael 
went off with a boy’s express-wagon to the 
near-by hills and came back with a load of 
wild grapes. While Molly made jelly and 
filled the house with spicy odors he raked 
the fallen leaves and dug them into the 
flower-beds, and planted a basket of bulbs 
that Agnes Kenyon brought over. The long- 
promised garden would come at last. 

A blind man walked freely and confidently 
beside a guiding dog, and Molly marveled at 
the dog’s uncanny intelligence. If a patch of 
frozen dew glistened upon the porch steps in 
the early morning Lady made sure that Jerry 
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did not step upon the treacherous spot, and 
at a door she always stopped with her head 
directly under the knob so that blind hands 
did not have to fumble and grope. Appar- 
ently the great, tawny beast could not figure 
height ; and yet, somehow, she never led Jerry 
under a tree from which a branch hung low 
enough to touch his face. As Molly’s wonder 
grew so did Jerry’s faith soar and become 
limitless. 

The Lane house was a house reborn, and 
yet there were problems. A dog of heavy 
bone and muscle had to be fed twice a day. 
Twice a day meant sixty meals a month. 
MoUy felt shame at the thought. And yet 
this was a home where necessity compelled 
the counting and strict valuing of small 
coins. 

The neighborhood butcher opened an un- 
expected door. *'Miss Molly,” he said, "that 
dog of Jerry’s must be able, almost, to eat her 
own weight. Why don’t you have Michael 
stop in for scraps?” 
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“And you’ll let him run an errand for you 
if the need arises?” she asked eagerly. It was 
her nature that where she took there also 
must she give. 

And it was her nature, too, to meet prob- 
lems squarely and to scorn excuse and eva- 
sion. The note she had signed when she 
bought Lady was almost due. Three days be- 
fore the date of payment she telephoned 
David Ferris. He stopped at the house on his 
way home from the bank. 

“David,” she said, "I’m afraid they’ll be 
angry with me.” 

He studied her face and saw the shadows 
in the frank eyes. "Why should they be?” 

“I have only $15 I can put toward the 
note.” 

“What of it? Almost all notes are paid off 
piece-meal.” 

Her relief hurt him. She brought an old 
wallet from the pantry and counted out bills 
upon the table. He knew how slowly she 
must have saved them, dollar by dollar. 
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"You mustn’t worry about the note, 
Molly.” 

"But it was so fine of them to let me have 
it. Last night I scarcely slept.” 

The money burned his hand. "I’m sure the 
bank would wait. If you need this — ” 

"I have a greater need to pay back what I 
borrowed,” she said. 

Fall slowly turned to winter. Agnes Ken- 
yon, who now crossed the yard almost every 
day, helped Molly piece together a new quilt. 
Michael grunted and swung an ax in the 
cellar and brought up armfuls of wood for 
the stove. 

"Do you see what I’m getting?” he de- 
manded. "Do you, Molly?” 

Molly stared at him blankly. 

"Aw, gosh, don’t you see all the new mus- 
cles I’m getting?” 

"Of course I do,” Molly said gravely, and 
filled his perpetually empty stomach with 
wild grape jelly and bread. 

The first heavy snow fell, and after that a 
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succession of white storms, and even Lady 
could not lead a blind man through mounds 
and drifts. Jerry grew restless and fretful. 
Watching his fresh warmth dwindle through 
the storm-bound days. Molly saw clearly that 
something more had to be done. Of course, 
after each storm, Lady could take him out as 
soon as streets and crossings were cleared and 
passable; but if this were to be a hard winter, 
with one snow piling on top of another so 
that even those with sight found it difficult 
to get about, how was he to fare through a 
long drag of mountainous snowfalls? Spring 
might find him slipped back almost to where 
he had been before. 

She sought to find an answer to this latest 
threat. There was, she told herself, no prob- 
lem without its solution. If they could dis- 
cover something for him to do, something 
that a mind locked away in a dark brain 
could take an interest in — 

"Maybe,” she said to Agnes, "he could 
learn to read as the blind read.” 
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Agnes looked doubtful. “Didn’t you try 
that once before?” 

"It didn’t get as far as trying. Don’t you 
see, he had so little heart then. Anyway, I’ll 
ask him.” 

The eagerness of her brother’s response 
warmed her. "Could I, Molly?” 

And suddenly it dawned on her that she 
did not know. If it were necessary for him to 
leave home, to go to some school for the 
blind, where would the money come from? 
Would he be able to bring Lady? If Lady 
were barred what good would it do to send 
him away to fret out his heart with longing? 

"Can I?” Jerry asked again. 

"We’ll soon know,” she promised. White 
flakes sVirled before a wind that whistled 
and moaned around the corners of the house. 
She took overshoes from a closet and snapped 
the fasteners shut. 

“Who’ll tell you?” Jerry asked. 

Molly thought, “It’s the dog has given him 
the urge.” Aloud she said, "There’s a State 
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Board for the blind. Anyway, the village 
librarian will know.” 

Agnes followed her through the hall. 
“Surely you’re not going out in this wild 
storm?” 

"Why not?” 

“The weather may be clear tomorrow.” 

“And tomorrow Jerry may be asking for 
an answer.” She disappeared up the street 
through a white mist of falling snow. 

Michael came in from school blowing on 
his fingers. The day darkened. Agnes put on 
the kettle for tea and watched for Molly’s 
return. But it was Jerry’s blmd-man’s ears 
that first heard her step. 

“It’s fixed,” Molly announced from the 
door, shaking snow from her coat. “The li- 
brarian telephoned to the State Capital. 
There’ll be a woman coming and there’ll be 
books in braille at the library.” She took a cup 
of tea from Agnes and sipped gratefully. 
“It’s a brave drink when you’re near per- 
ished,” she sighed. 
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Jerry said, "Lady, I’m going to learn to 
read. What do you know about that?” 

All Lady knew was that her master’s voice 
was filled with joy. That was enough. Her 
tawny tail thumped the floor in a rapt ap- 
proval. 

Presently a Mrs. Martinson arrived from 
the State Board for Aid to the Blind and the 
work of opening another door for Jerry be- 
gan. The instructor came once a week on the 
early afternoon train and spent an hour and 
a half with her pupil. There was always a 
wait for the afternoon train that would take 
her back and Molly served her with tea and 
cake. 

"He’s making remarkable progress,” Mrs. 
Martinson reported at the end of a month. 
"But why in the world did you wait so long 
to start him?” 

"He’d have none of it before,” Molly told 
her. 

"What produced the change? I’m always 
interested in that.” 
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"You’ve seen his dog?” 

"Oh!” The instructor glanced into the 
other room where Lady lay at the feet of a 
man whose fingers pored over the raised char- 
acters on a book page. "I can understand 
that. Those who go blind are usually more 
difficult than those born blind. First comes 
the shock of blindness, then rebellion, then 
depression. Something must happen to snap 
them out of it. So it was the dog. Well, I’m 
glad it was something. That brother of yours 
has a mind. He’ll amount to something.” 

"But the blindness — ” Molly began. 

"Tush! I know several blind musicians and 
a blind physician whose specialty is diagnosis. 
It depends upon the man.” 

Agnes asked eagerly, "Is there anything 
that I might do to help?” 

"Why, yes,” Mrs. Martinson said slowly. 
"Miss Lane has the house to take care of. If 
somebody, after awhile, would read with 
him, the same things he’s reading, it could be 
a big help.” 
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"'That’s my job, Molly,” Agnes warned. 
Her eyes glowed. 

And so the winter that Molly had dreaded 
passed busily and happily for an absorbed, 
industrious Jerry. When walking was at all 
possible he was abroad with the dog; on the 
days when the highways were choked his fin- 
gers moved with a hungry rapture across 
the pages of raised letters. 

By spring he was able to read rapidly. And 
now two interested, eager voices blended on 
the porch. What he read in braille Agnes read 
in normal print. They discussed books, the 
book they were reading at the moment, the 
books they intended to read, and were to- 
gether for hours every day. 

Molly, watching the intimacy that grew 
between them, was struck more by the glow 
that had fallen upon Agnes than by the 
steadily deepening interest in life reflected 
on Jerry’s face. It was to be expected that 
her brother would expand for all his world 
had expanded. And yet it was Agnes who 
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seemed to take the most from the relation- 
ship. It was as though, in helping Jerry, she 
had suddenly found a rich vein of happiness 
for herself. 

The spring days lengthened and the 
bulbs that Michael had planted thrust their 
green shoots through an awakening earth. 
And now Jerry’s growing self-confidence 
and Agnes’s daily companionship gave Molly 
a freedom that she had not known in years. 
Almost every Wednesday night found her at 
the moving-picture theater with David, and 
on fine Saturdays they drove up to the cool, 
green hills in the afternoon. Coming back 
from one of these automobile trips they 
found a keen, young man talking to Jerry 
and Agnes, and another young man packing 
away a camera and plateholders. Michael, el- 
bows on knees, chin in the cup of his palms, 
scowled disapproval from the porch. 

Agnes hurried across the grass. “They’re 
from the State-Gazette, Molly; somebody 
sent the newspaper word of what Jerry is 
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doing. It was all right to let them photograph 
him, wasn’t it?” 

Molly found herself wishing Agnes had 
waited for her return. Whether or not it was 
all right, the thing was done. What effect 
exploitation and publicity might have upon 
her blind brother she could not tell. Probably 
it would have no effect. But there was 
Michael. The cameraman and the reporter 
hurried off to catch a train back to the State 
Capital and her eyes went apprehensively 
toward the porch. 

"Did they take a picture of you, Michael?” 

Michael stood up with dignity, looked 
after the departing newspapermen with con- 
tempt and stalked into the house. 

Molly’s lips twitched. She was glad that 
the men from the State-Gazette had ignored 
him. A Michael with his picture in the paper 
might become a trying problem. 

Monday the story reached the village, a 
picture lay-out and two columns of reading 
matter under a four-column head. Jerry 
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listened intently while Molly read. What, she 
wondered, would he think o£ it? 

“They didn’t say half enough about 
Lady,” he complained. That was his only 
comment. 

And then, suddenly, an avalanche of let- 
ters descended upon the house. The State- 
Gazette story had touched the public and 
men and women wrote to a blind man in a 
northern corner of the State — ^letters 
friendly and helpful, letters charged with 
encouragement and cheer, a few letters from 
relatives of somebody blind asking eager, 
hopeful questions. Molly was dismayed. 

"They’re from kindly people,” she said, 
“and it would be ungenerous to ignore them. 
But what are we going to do?” 

“Answer them,” Agnes said briskly. 

“But — Molly could not say in Jerry’s 
hearing that a blind man’s script would be 
laborious and weird. “Where are we to find 
the time?” 

Agnes said, “If we had a typewriter — ” 
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Molly shook her head. The rental of a 
typewriter would cost money and there was 
no money for the purpose; not with a $35 
balance of a note still left at the bank. It 
would be hard enough to buy stamps for 
the letters much less pay for the use of a 
typewriter. 

But Agnes said again, "Yes, if we had a 
typewriter — ” Apparently she had given 
Molly’s objection merely an absent-minded 
attention. Whatever she was turning over in 
her mind came to a triumphant end. She 
motioned to Michael with a commanding 
finger. “I think I can do something about 
this, Molly. Come along, youngster.” 

"Where has she gone?” Jerry asked. 

Molly didn’t know. It was disconcerting 
to have somebody make a decision for you 
and leave you in the dark as to what the de- 
cision was. 

An hour later Agnes and Michael were 
back, and Michael lugged a typewriter in his 
arms. 

67 



DARK. CONQUEST 

"Where,” Molly asked blankly, "did you 
get it?” 

"The high school always has a few spare 
machines lying around.” Agnes had her 
gloves oflf, the typewriter on a table, a chair 
in place. "This is the first chance I’ve had to 
put my commercial course to use. All Jerry 
has to do is to tell we what he wants to say.” 
She read him the first letter. 

At noon there came a halt. 

"You’ll stay for a bite?” Molly asked. 

"I’d better go home,” Agnes told her. "My 
family may begin to wonder if I still live 
there.” 

Voices murmured in the sunny living- 
room through the afternoon and the type- 
writer ran in quick, staccato spurts. At five 
o’clock Molly saw that Agnes had pushed 
back her chair and that Jerry was down on 
one knee wrestling with Lady. She brought 
in a pitcher of lemonade. 

"You angel!” Agnes cried. She sipped the 
cool liquid and looked at Molly over the top 
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of the glass. "I’m afraid this will bore Jerry 
to death before it’s over.” 

"I hke it,” Jerry said stoutly. Here was 
contact with the great, hidden, outside 
world. He was stirred and vivified. 

“Like it well enough to do a little more 
work after supper?” Agnes asked. “There’ll 
probably be more letters tomorrow. It will be 
better if we get all we can out of the way.” 

"Can we start right after supper?” Jerry 
demanded eagerly. 

Molly’s heart experienced that queer swell- 
ing that came to it in moments of emotion. 
She went with Agnes as far as the hedge. 

“I can’t thank you enough,” she said, “for 
the interest you’re bringing into his life.” 

“Am I really helping him?” Agnes cried 
in a glow. “Oh, I’m so glad. I really want to 
help so much. Is there anything else I can 
do?” 

"Nothing but remain the wonderful 
friend you are,” said Molly. She sent Michael 
ofF to the post-office with the letters ready 
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for mailing. Jerry had left the house with 
Lady to give the dog an hour’s exercise be- 
fore supper. How fuU, she thought grate- 
fully, her brother’s days had become. So full 
that now the eflForts that occupied him 
stretched on into the night. With the thought 
that a cake would cheer them at the end of 
the night’s work she brought flour and a 
mixing-bowl from the pantry. She was whip- 
ping the batter when a cyclone blew past 
the window and roared up the back steps. 
The kitchen door burst open. 

"Hey, Molly! Will you give me a lend of 
$iy? Will you?” 

Molly dropped the mixing-spoon. "Where 
in the world would I be getting $15?” 

"Aw, gosh, Molly, Tubby Sneetz wants to 
sell his newspaper route for $iy. Do you 
know how much money I could make? Do 
you?” 

Molly said, "Fm sorry, Michael.” Fifteen 
dollars was out of the question. Besides, the 
mercurial lad might be all eager fire today 
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and all dead ashes next week. What then, 
with the $ 1 5 already spent? 

The boy’s face darkened. “I’ll bet you 
could give me a lend of $ij if you wanted 
to. You had a lot of money to buy Jerry a 
dog.” 

She had not told her brothers how this 
money had been raised. It had never been her 
habit to load them with worries that were 
hers. Michael had been too young; blind 
Jerry too helpless. But now she saw the dan- 
ger of a suspected favoritism. 

“I didn’t have money for the dog, Michael. 
I borrowed it.” 

"Where?” 

“At the bank.” 

“How did you do it?” Michael demanded 
eagerly. "Did you just walk in and tell them 
all about how you wanted the lend of some 
money?” 

Molly’s sudden laughter filled the room. 
“It isn’t quite as easy as that. But David gave 
me a paper to sign and there it was.” 
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“Gosh!” Michael said, and scratched 
thoughtfully at the lobe of one ear and 
abruptly darted through the hall. W ater ran 
in the bathroom and presently he reappeared 
in the kitchen shining and glowing. Jerry 
came back with the dog. 

"Watch this trick, Molly, watch.” He 
tossed his handkerchief away. ‘'Throw yours 
down, Molly. Did you? Now watch. Find, 
Lady,” he called. The dog circled and sniffed, 
picked up Molly’s handkerchief, dropped it, 
then picked up Jerry’s and thrust it into his 
hand. 

"You old beauty,” he crooned, and rough- 
housed her head. 

What could the blind know of beauty, 
Molly thought, save the beauty of deeds. A 
little more food than usual went into Lady’s 
plate that night. Michael disappeared with 
suspicious quietness; but before there was 
time to t hink of that Agnes came across from 
the other house and the typewriter clicked 
busily in the living-room. And then, very 
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quietly, the kitchen door opened and a tri- 
umphant Michael came in swinging a can- 
vas bag. 

"What might that be?” Molly asked. 

"That’s my carrier. Do you know what I 
did, Molly? Do you? I bought Tubby’s 
route.” 

"You bought — For $15? Where did you 
get the money?” 

"From the bank. I went to see David where 
he hves and he said to tell him aU about it. 
Then I signed a paper and he gave me $20.” 

"Twenty dollars?” 

"Sure. David says a business man’d got to 
have capital. I have to pay for my papers 
every day and some people pay me by the 
month.” Fie displayed a $j bill. "Wait until 
you see how much big money I’ll make for 
us, Molly.” 

"Of course you will,” she said, but her eyes 
were troubled. Today was Tuesday and on 
Tuesday night David had to be at the bank 
for the building-and-loan meeting. She went 
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to the telephone in the hall and called the 
number of his house. 

"David, could you stop in for just a mo- 
ment?” 

He came at half-past seven. Michael, at 
the kitchen-table, pored over the details of 
his route; Jerry and Agnes worked in the 
living-room. Molly stepped out upon the 
porch and closed the door after her. 

"It’s about Michael, David. The bank did 
not really lend him the money?” 

"Of course not.” 

''Why did you give it to him?” 

"I didn’t,” he said quietly. "I lent it to 
him. He had the chance to buy a business 
that would pay for itself in seven weeks. He’s 
really ambitious and it was a good oppor- 
tunity.” 

"Then,” said Molly, "it was not because — 
because he — 

"It was not,” said David, "because he was 
Molly Lane’s brother. It was because he had 
a chance to pick up a good buy. If it had 
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been a crack-brained scheme I’d have run 
him out and sent him home.” 

The trouble left her eyes. 'T couldn’t bear 
the thought of his trading on our friend- 
ship,” she said steadily. 

"Nobody will ever trade on that,” he said 
just as steadily. 

She came back through the haU with 
bright spots in her cheeks. Michael, having 
transferred himself to the Hving-room, kept 
fascinated eyes on Agnes Kenyon’s hands as 
they raced over the keyboard. By and by he 
came to the Mtchen where Molly sat icing 
the cake. 

"You know what, Molly?” he asked in a 
hoarse whisper. "I bet Agnes likes Jerry a 
whole lot.” 

"Why” — Molly was caught by surprise — 
"why, of course she does.” 

"Aw, I don’t mean just sort of liking. I 
mean the way you like David Ferris. Does 
she?” 

Molly said, "Everybody likes Jerry.” The 
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hand that spread the icing continued to move 
quietly and deftly. But behind the calm eyes 
her startled mind faced the incredible. Jerry, 
blind and forever groping as even the most 
independent of the blind must grope; Agnes, 
all freshness and bloom, all life and light. One 
hving in a world gay with color and beauty, 
the other’s world black and dark. Oh, it was 
impossible! 

But, but suppose it wasn’t so impossible? 
She faced it as she had faced every problem 
of her life, clear-headed, without panic. 
When a man, even a blind man, had the 
courage to break down obstacles and fight 
his way into the sun, nothing was impossible. 
When a girl was as warm-hearted and as prac- 
tical as Agnes, anything was possible. 

MoUy cut the cake and laid a cloth upon 
the table. After all, it was for the future, and 
the future had a strange way at times of ig- 
noring human plans and shaping itself. Any- 
way, it was probably a thing that would 
never come to pass. And if it did — 
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She brought cups to the table. If it did, she 
told herself, it would be something Jerry and 
Agnes would have to solve for themselves. 
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SUMMER CAME AGAIN AND THE TAKE GAR- 
den was transformed into flaming splen- 
dor. The blank spaces in the fence had been 
filled and the gate straightened. Rows of 
brilliant petunias bordered the walks. On 
Saturdays Molly made huge bouquets and 
Michael took them to the State highway that 
skirted the village and sold them to passing 
motorists until it was time to start out with 
his newspapers. The boy’s debt to David had 
been paid, he had four new customers, and 
now the route brought him a profit of $2.90 
a week. Molly found this money and the 
quarters that came from the sale of flowers a 
God-send. But an even greater blessing was 
the sight of an upright blind man with a 
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Straight spine going where he would beside a 
majestic dog that seemed to anticipate his 
every need. 

"Watching him walk,” Agnes said 
thoughtfully, "you would never suspect he 
was blind.” 

And two years ago he had been a prisoner, 
chained to darkness, feeling his way through 
a yawning void with a fearful, hesitant, tap- 
ping cane! 

There were times, in those days, when 
Molly found it hard to think of her reju- 
venated brother as blind. The untiring Agnes 
had taught him to use a. typewriter; letters 
still came intermittently and by August he 
could answer them himself. In September 
Mrs. Martinson, the instructor for the blind 
who had taught him to read, came back for 
a day to see how her pupil fared. There was 
a gay gathering on the porch and Jerry’s 
clear laughter was good to hear. Before Mrs. 
Martinson left she had a talk with Agnes and 
with Molly. 
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*'I wonder,” she said, '*if you realize how 
remarkably he has developed.” 

"You’re pleased with him?” Molly asked 
eagerly. 

"Pleased and proud.” 

"Agnes taught him to use a typewriter 
and now he writes his letters with no help 
save that you have to read him what the post- 
man brings. Perhaps it’s because he’s my 
brother, but what he writes seems to be 
strangely put together.” 

"They are different,” Agnes said thought- 
fully. 

"Could I see one?” the instructor asked. 

Jerry had gone out with the dog. Molly 
foimd a letter written that afternoon and 
not yet mailed. Mrs. Martinson read it twice. 

"Freshness,” she mused, "and intimacy. 
The sense of one human soul speaking to an- 
other.” She looked up at them. “This is re- 
markable. I wonder if he might not be able 
to turn this into a productive channel.” 

But none of them, at that time, could see 
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a way for Jerry to utilize a gift of putting on 
paper warmth, and friendliness, and a deep, 
throbbing current of sympathetic under- 
standing. 

"If she could only have thought of some- 
thing for Jerry,” Molly said after the woman 
was gone. Wise through her years of struggle 
she knew the need of keeping some new 
promise before her brother. 

But Agnes’s reply was surprisingly curt. 
"I’m glad she didn’t.” 

Molly stared. "You’re glad?” 

"Yes,” Agnes said defiantly, "I am. If any- 
body finds a way for Jerry I want to find it.” 
Suddenly she began to laugh. "Don’t look so 
shocked. I suppose it does sound rather mad. 
But don’t you understand? Jerry represents 
the first really useful work I’ve ever done in 
my life. I suppose I’ll make him my pet ac- 
tivity until I become a perfect nuisance.” 

It ran through Molly’s mind that the world 
would be a grand place if there were more 
nuisances like Agnes Kenyon. Life, as it 
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Opened for Jerry, opened for her, too. Now 
she went out two nights a week with David 
and on Wednesdays he came to the house for 
supper. And on a Wednesday that had seen 
nothing but drenching rain since morning 
the supper hour arrived and Michael was not 
there. 

Molly, her appetite gone, kept watching 
the clock and listening to the steady beat of 
rain against the windows. 

“Don’t worry,” David told her. “He’ll be 
along.” 

“But he’s such a mad lad,” Molly said, 
“that anything might happen to him.” 

“Why,” Jerry asked slowly, “shoiJd any- 
thing happen to a boy who can see?” There 
was no complaint in the voice, only a puz- 
zled, uncomprehending wonder. How could 
danger and disaster overpower people with 
eyes, surprise people who could see, creep up 
without warning on people to whom all the 
world was open light? 

There was something so simple about the 
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question, something so poignant that it sent 
stinging mists into Molly’s eyes. “It does seem 
strange, doesn’t it?” she asked. 

The rain beat against the windows, but 
now the rain was forgotten. Why of course 
Michael would be all right. Couldn’t he see 
his way? The blind man had made anything 
but safety for Michael impossible. 

And then Jerry said, “He’s coming.” 

Molly could hear nothing but the rain. 
“How do you know?” 

“Lady tells me.” 

The ears of the dog were pointed high; the 
golden tail moved gently. If this were a mes- 
sage how did her brother know it was a mes- 
sage concerning Michael. It did not occur to 
Molly to doubt. Marveling, she glanced at 
David Ferris. 

“Jerry,” David asked curiously, "can you 
and Lady give each other messages?” 

The blind face became intent. “I — ^I’m not 
sure. I’ve wondered about it. She seems to 
realize what I want, and sometimes — ” He 
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was silent a moment. “Sometimes I know 
what she’s trying to tell me.” 

The back door opened and a dripping, sod- 
den Michael oozed into the kitchen. 

"Where were you until this late hour?” 
Molly demanded. 

"Aw, gosh, Molly, I guess people want me 
to leave them dry papers, don’t they? I had to 
ring bells and wait until somebody came, 
and at two houses nobody came and I had to 
go back. I don’t have to wash, do I? Look 
how much rain I got. Maybe it would be all 
right if I just took a towel and had a dry.” 

"You’U change your clothes,” said Molly, 
"before you’re down with pneumonia.” 

They heard him howling something up- 
stairs that may have been a song. Back in the 
dining-room he ate with single-minded in- 
tentness. Presently, as his stomach filled, his 
speed of intake slackened. 

"You know who I was talking to today, 
Molly? I was talking to Tubby Sneetz. He 
wants to buy back the route.” 
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David leaned forward quickly. “How 
much did he ofEer you?” 

Michael sniffed. "He didn’t offer me, I 
told him’* 

“How much did you tell him you 
wanted?” 

"Forty dollars.” 

Molly gasped. "But, Michael, when you 
paid him only $ij — ** 

"Do you know what he sold me for $15?” 
Michael cried indignantly. "Do you? He sold 
me a route where everybody was going to 
stop taking papers because he was always late. 
And now it gives him the gripes because I 
have made it a good route with no lost cus- 
tomers.” 

Jerry cried a sudden, fervent "Good boy; 
good boy, Michael.” 

"I think we can safely leave this to Mi- 
chael,” David said dryly. 

But Molly, startled, could not get out of 
her mind the fervor of Jerry’s approving cry. 
It was so unlike him. She had the feeling that 
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it signified something she should compre- 
hend, that it indicated something she should 
understand. Oh, well, if there was something 
there for her to find sooner or later her hand 
would touch it. 

David drove her to the movies through the 
rain. "Michael’s right, Molly, in asking more 
for the route. He bought a business that was 
literally dying on its feet and brought it back 
to life.” 

Molly said breathlessly, "Then you think 
the mad lad is doing well?” 

"There’s a brain hidden under that wild, 
red hair,” David told her. 

Rain still streamed past all the foggy street 
lamps when they came out of the theater. At 
home Lady lay close to her master’s feet, 
Jerry read a new book in braille, and a form 
scampered up the dark stairway. In the 
kitchen a boy’s wet blouse hung from a dry- 
ing rack. 

"Oh!” said Molly, and walked to the foot 
of the stairs. "Michael Lane, where are you? 
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Why did you go out in the rain again when 
you got me out of the house?” 

"Aw, gosh, Molly, if I told you first you 
wouldn’t have let me go.” 

“So you knew that, did you? And yet you 
went — ” 

“But I had to go. Gee whiz, when you hear 
about where you can get a new customer I 
guess you have to go out and get him. I bet 
you don’t know how hard it is to get new 
customers.” 

“Did you get this one?” David called over 
Molly’s shoulder. 

“Did I?” The boy chortled. “You know 
who was there trying to get this customer? 
Tubby Sneetz. He’s starting a new route.” 

Molly turned quickly to David. “But is 
that fair after selling to Michael and taking 
his price?” 

“The whole world hasn’t the fine stand- 
ards of the Lanes,” David said gently. 

Jerry had ceased to read. Molly, coming 

% 

back to the kitchen after David’s departure, 
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found him with the book still open in his 
lap and a look of unutterable yearning on his 
face. 

"Michael’s doing well, isn’t he, Molly?” 

Molly’s laugh rippled happily. "Wotdd 
either of us have thought it of him?” 

"It must be fine to be able to earn a doUar 
or two and help along,” Jerry said. 

All at once Molly knew the reason for that 
fervent "Good boy, Michael.” It was the cry 
of one who, fallen in the race, cheered on 
those who still held their feet. It must be fine 
to earn a dollar! Fine, indeed. And bitter for 
the fine mind working its way out of crush- 
ing blindness and beginning to see no hope of 
ever achieving independence. 

"One big step at a time,” Molly said gayly. 
That gay tone, like her song in times of 
trouble, was a mask. "Look how far you’ve 
gone already. The rest will come later.” 

“Will it?” Jerry asked. A moment later he 
said, "I wonder.” It were as though he said, 
“You’re forgetting I am blind.” 
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Molly’s head, lay that night upon a sleep- 
less pillow. If Mrs. Martinson only had found 
a way for Jerry to make use of what was, ap- 
parently, his one gift! With some promise 
before him, even a remote promise, he would 
not have come to this point of visioning the 
future as barren of all hope, of all ambition. 
A bird, finding its wings, must needs fly and 
Jerry, unquestioningly, had found his wings. 
How, though, was a bird to fly with a useful 
way hidden from his sight? 

In the morning Jerry’s face gave no sign of 
last night’s despondency. Molly saw again 
that Lady had brought him more than free- 
dom of movement. Character had formed in 
him; disappointment might stab him hard 
but would never lay him flat. And so Molly 
sang, partly to lift her own spirits, partly be- 
- cause, when one had the quiet courage that 
Jerry showed, there was always a possible to- 
morrow. 

In the afternoon Agnes brought over 
green pears from the Kenyon trees and the 
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two girls reveled in spices, and fruit, and 
antiseptic quart jars. Another letter had 
come at noon and, in the living-room, Jerry’s 
typewriter clicked steadily. At three o’clock 
Michael clamored in from school and disap- 
peared with his route bag. 

An hour later the telephone rang with a 
sharp, emphatic summons. 

"That may be for me,” said Agnes. 

Molly answered the call. "Yes. Mrs. who? 
O-o-h! You say he was — I’m very, very 
sorry. It is a shameful thing and I’ll see to it.” 
She came back to the kitchen with her eyes 
full of distress. "That was Mrs. Sneetz. She 
says Michael assaulted Tubby without prov- 
ocation.” 

"Tubby?” Agnes demanded. “Why, 
Tubby’s a head over him.” 

Jerry appeared in the doorway, "Fd wait,” 
he said, "until Fd heard from Michael. He’ll 
give you the straight of it. He won’t lie.” 

Yes, Molly thought with surprising relief, 
the harum-scarum lad would tell her the 
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truth. By and by clattering heels announced 
the boy’s arrival. He came into the kitchen 
with a noisy swoop, hung the canvas bag on 
a nail, and gave Molly and Agnes an ingrati- 
ating grin. 

"So!” said Molly. "You were fighting, 
weren’t you?” 

The grin faded. "I was not.” 

"Mrs. Sneetz telephoned — ” 

"But it wasn’t a fight. Gosh, I guess I 
ought to know what a fight is. I just took 
him by the ears. Do you know what Tubby 
was doing? Do you? He was going to all the 
customers I paid him for and trying to steal 
them away. I couldn’t stand for that, could 
I? How would you like it if you bought a 
piece of meat and the butcher came and took 
it while it was cooking in the pot?” 

"I wouldn’t shake him by the ears,” Molly 
said coldly. 

"I bet you would if he was Tubby Sneetz,” 
said Michael, "because he has big ears and 
that’s the best place to grab him.” 
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Molly found herself staggered by this 
amazing argument. A strangling sound from 
Agnes warned her that discipline trembled 
perilously. She fell back upon an old, well- 
proved safe-guard. 

“Be oflf and washed,” she ordered, “while 
I give the matter thought.” 

The boy scurried upstairs. Jerry, who had 
come back into the doorway, ran a brooding 
hand over Lady Nan’s head. 

"I wonder,” he said, “if Michael realizes 
the depth of his good fortune?” 

Agnes said, frowning suddenly, “That’s a 
very queer speech, Jerry. What does it all 
mean?” 

“Oh, nothing.” 

“But it does.” 

“I suppose,” he said slowly, “it means I 
wish there were something for me to do so 
that I wouldn’t feel so useless.” He went 
through the hall and the dog, as though read- 
ing the yearning in his voice, followed him 
like a shadow. 
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Agnes turned to Molly. "Wlien did this 
start?” 

"Last night.” 

"Exactly what does it mean?” 

"Don’t you see? He feels he’s a load for the 
rest of ns to carry.” 

All at once Agnes Kenyon’s eyes widened 
and she was eager and animated. "Leave this 
to me,” she said. 

"Leave what to you?” Molly asked, per- 
plexed. 

"Never mind. I’ve just thought of some- 
thing.” And before Molly could ask her what 
that something might be she was gone from 
the kitchen and across the yard and through 
the hedge to her own house. 

And then, for two days, Molly saw her 
going and coming from the next door house 
as though she were driven by some restless 
demon of energy. On the third day she sud- 
denly came across the yard and up the 
kitchen stoop. Molly, opening the kitchen 
door, marveled at the change in her. She had 
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always been fresh, vigorous, clear-skinned. 
Today she was radiant. 

“It’s fixed,” she cried. “It was easier than 
I thought.” 

Molly’s mind groped. “What is it you’ve 
fixed?” 

"Jerry. Don’t you remember my telling 
you if anybody found a way for Jerry I 
wanted to find it? Well, I have found it. He’s 
to have a little business of his own.” 

“A business?” Molly’s mind was too bewil- 
dered now even to grope. “But a business 
takes money.” 

“What of it? Didn’t I tell you I had it all 
fixed? There’s a small store vacant on the 
street running to the railroad station. A fund 
has been subscribed — ” 

“For Jerry?” Molly’s throat was dry. 

“Of course. There are people in this village 
who have been watching Jerry ever since he 
got Lady. They admire him for what he’s 
accomplished. These people are subscribing a 
pool of $600 to set Jerry up in business. He’ll 
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take the store and the money will pay a few 
months’ rent and put in a stock — tobacco, 
candy, newspapers, magazines, small odds 
and ends of notions. He can capitalize on the 
way the village feels toward him. The $600 is 
not a gift. As he earns he can pay it back.” 

"Oh!” Molly’s hand reached out and 
found the supporting back of a chair. And 
all at once she remembered that this was the 
same Agnes Kenyon who had taken it into 
her hands to allow a photographer to take 
pictures of Jerry for the newspapers, the 
same Agnes who had raided the high school 
for a typewriter. Of course, the newspaper 
story and the typewriter had turned out 
well, but — 

"But, but suppose Jerry has no lik i ng for 
it?” Molly asked. 

"No liking for it?” Agnes turned upon 
her quickly. "He must have a liking for it. 
What else is there for him to do?” 

Words froze on Molly’s lips. For the first 
time a dread of Agnes stole through her. It 
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■was SO easy to lose one’s self in a crusade, so 
easy to start out to fix people’s lives with- 
out the formality of asking how they felt 
about it. 

“Suppose we give Jerry the news,” Agnes 
said. 

In the living-room she told the story with 
an enthusiasm that should have been in- 
fectious. But Molly saw the slow gravity, 
the apprehensive concern, that grew upon 
her brother’s face. 

“Has any of this money, this $600, been 
collected yet?” he asked. 

“Don’t worry about that. It isn’t a case of 
yes today and no tomorrow. We can have 
this money any day we want it.” 

“That’s the trouble,” the blind man said 
quietly. “I don’t want it.” 

“You don’t — Jerry! Do you realize what 
you’re saying?” 

"I’m sorry.” 

“Oh! That’s better. I thought you couldn’t 
mean — ** 
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"But I do mean it. I don’t want that 
money. I won’t take it.” 

A pulse throbbed steadily in Molly’s 
throat. Silence gathered in the room. Agnes 
looked uncertainly, astounded, from brother 
to sister. 

"I — don’t tmderstand. After all the 
work I’ve done — ” 

"You should have asked me before you did 
anything.” 

"But you said you wanted to do something 
useful — ” 

“Is this supposed to be something useful?” 
Jerry demanded. A hand went up to the 
lapel of his coat and gripped it and held hard. 
"Don’t you see what it means, what it would 
always mean? It would mean cheapening 
myself and trading on public sympathy. It 
would mean people saying, 'Let’s stop in and 
buy a magazine and help the poor, blind 
devil.’ I don’t want that. I don’t want pity. 
Whatever I do I want to do because there is 
a call for it. I don’t want to be a sort of col- 
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lective village charity. Don’t you see what I 
mean?” 

The silence that had come into the room 
hung with a sort of dramatic intensity. 

"Jerry!” The word came as though Agnes 
had difficulty in saying it. 

"No,” he said. Something had happened to 
his voice. It had not risen, and yet it was all 
at once strong and full. "Fm blind. I’ll al- 
ways be blind. I’ll always be handicapped. 
But Fm going to be a man.” 

A thrill of exaltation ran through Molly’s 
blood. 

"Jerry,” Agnes said again almost in a 
whisper. 

Molly saw her eyes. They were filled with 
a wonder, a dawning realization, a startled 
recognition. It was as though she saw Jerry 
Lane clearly for the fiirst time. 
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THE CHANGE THAT MOLLY HAD NOTIC3ED 
in Agnes Kenyon’s eyes was something more 
than a momentary shock of discovery* As 
the days passed the change, slowly and in- 
explicably, became part of Agnes herself. At 
first she seemed to have stiffened with hurt as 
though Jerry’s refusal to take the store was 
an act of ingratitude from a quarter that 
should have shown only gratitude. Molly, 
pondering this, felt as much resentment as it 
was possible for her warm, friendly heart to 
know. And then she came to see that what 
she had thought was hurt in Agnes was not 
hurt at all, but a quieting of some hot, head- 
strong tide that had abruptly run into a deep 
current and spent itself. 
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The tempestuous, dynamic girl next door 
who had always been so sure, so swift, so 
quick to mobilize and command, was sud- 
derdy less sure of her own judgment, less 
eager to rush forward to set the human orbits 
of her own little world to rights. At first, 
after that surprising day when Jerry rose to 
take command of his own blind soul, her 
visits through the space in the hedge had 
grown less. That was when Molly thought 
she intended to nourish a hurt pride. 

"Fm sorry,” Jerry said when her absence 
had become noticeable. “She’s the last person 
in the world Fd want to make feel badly, but 
I couldn’t do it.” 

It was after Agnes began to come to the 
house regularly again that Molly saw the 
change in her. She was gay, filled with soft 
laughter and yet, in some way, not the same 
Agnes;* An old relationship was picked up so 
naturally that it was hard to believe it had 
ever been laid down. She and Jerry read to- 
gether, they walked with Lady between 
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them in a garden touched with the first deep 
colors of the fall, the typewriter claimed 
them when an occasional letter still dropped 
out of the mail. Molly, watching closely, ob- 
served that Agnes no longer offered opinions 
as though they were nuggets from a mine of 
wisdom to be accepted without question. 

*'You know, Molly,” Jerry said thought- 
fully one day after Agnes had gone, "I like 
her much better this way. Very much 
better.” 

"What way?” Molly asked. 

"Oh, I suppose it’s hard to put into words, 
but — Well, there was always the feeling that 
she was being kind and helpful to somebody 
who was not like other people.” 

"I never heard you speak this way before,” 
Molly said, surprised. 

"I suppose I didn’t know.” 

"What didn’t you know?” 

"That I wanted her to treat me as she 
would treat anybody else.” 

Molly thought she understood. To Lady 
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Nan he would always be blind, a sightless 
master to be forever guided and safeguarded. 
But to all the rest of the world, no. Here- 
after, she decided, she would deal with him 
always as though he were a man whole and 
entire. 

And now another man was emerging in 
the house. Michael had developed his route 
to the point where he had to cart his news- 
papers and magazines around in a small 
wagon. And one day, it was another Wed- 
nesday and David Ferris was at the house for 
supper, the boy came home with an impres- 
sive red ledger stuck under one sturdy arm. 

"What might that be for?” Molly asked. 

"It’s a book,” Michael informed her im- 
portantly, “like bookkeepers write in. I 
guess you don’t know how much I need a 
book like this. Do you know why I bought 
it? Because I have so many customers I can’t 
remember when they pay me. So now I will 
write it down and nobody will get to think- 
ing I am trying to put a bee on them.” 
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Molly was staggered. "A — a bee?” 

"Aw, you know. Like going back for 
money by mistake after they have paid you 
the first time.” 

"But how will you keep your accounts?” 

“When they pay me I’ll write it down in 
the book and when they don’t pay me I 
won’t write it down.” 

David gave a shout of laughter. 

"Is it a foolish thing for him to do?” Molly 
asked, concerned. 

"Will you listen to that!” the boy cried 
indignantly. “I’ll bet it’s Uke they do at 
David’s bank.” 

"Not quite,” said David. 

"Well, almost Hke it, anyway. Isn’t it, 
David? Isn’t it?” 

"It’s all right, Michael,” the man said 
gravely. "It’s a good idea.” 

"Maybe,” Michael said witheringly, 
"somebody around here will begin to believe 
I get good ideas.” He stalked from the 
kitchen with the book still under his arm. 
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As he went through the hall Molly noticed 
how much he had grown and his need of new 
clothing. A suit, and a warm coat, and shoes, 
and perhaps boots that laced to the knees so 
that he would be able to go through the deep 
snows. Lost in this contemplation her eyes 
took on a far-way look. She did not notice 
Jerry and Lady come into the kitchen. It was 
David’s voice that aroused her. 

“What is it, Molly?” 

“Clothing for Michael,” she said simply. 
Somehow, it seemed natural that there 
should be no secrets from David. 

“How much will it cost?” Jerry asked. 
Lady Nan cocked her ears. Those long, sensi- 
tive ears always went up alertly when Jerry 
spoke. 

She dealt with him now as she had prom- 
ised herself to deal with him, as though he 
were a man whole and entire. The day when 
she would hide unpleasant facts from him 
would never come again. Hereafter life 
would be for him, if it lay in her power, 
104 



DARK CONQUEST 

what it was for every normal man, heart- 
ache and joy, success and disappointment, 
the good with the bad. 

"I don’t know where I’m to get him a suit 
for less than $15,” she said. “The coat may 
cost more, and we must figure on shoes and 
boots. Forty dollars at the least. I don’t know 
where I’m to lay my hands on $40 now for 
there’ll be taxes to be paid on the house next 
month.” 

None of them had heard Michael come 
into the room. 

“You know what, Molly?” he shrilled. “I 
bet if we had this old suit cleaned and pressed 
it would look swell. I bet it would.” 

David Ferris said something under his 
breath. Molly’s lips trembled. 

“Perhaps I made a mistake,” Jerry said in 
a hard, grim voice. “Perhaps I should have 
taken the store.” 

“Aw,” Michael cried in scorn, “when did 
us Lanes have to go out snatching nickels be- 
cause people were sorry?” 
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An inner glow lighted the blind man’s 
face and routed the grimness. "David,” he 
exulted, "we are a family, aren’t we?” 

"I’ve always known it,” said David. He 
knew, too, from whence came the inspira- 
tion for this family so closely knit. And the 
inspiration was spreading. It had harnessed 
and tamed a young wildcat. It had lifted a 
blind brother and filled his dead soul with a 
living breath. 

This was moving-picture night, Wednes- 
day, but as David drove Molly to the village 
theater his mind was far from pictures. A 
thoughtful silence held him as they drove 
back after the show. 

"There’s some .sudden worry, David?” 
Molly asked. 

"Not exactly a worry. I’ve been thinking 
about Jerry. It’s not ripe for talk. Perhaps, 
by tomorrow — ” 

On the morrow, after the bank had closed 
in the afternoon, his car drew up at the curb 
outside the Lane home. Jerry’s ears, sharp as 
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the ears of the blind are sharp, recognized the 
sound of the motor. 

"Here’s David,” he called in through the 
house. 

Molly came to the porch quickly. Watch- 
ing David swing up the walk she wondered 
if he brought news of what had been on his 
mind last night. If it had to do with Jerry 
then it could be only for Jerry’s good. 

"Jerry,” David said as he mounted the 
porch steps, "how would you Hke a job?” 

"A job,” Jerry asked him quietly, "or a 
donation wrapped up to look like a job?” 

"A real job; a typewriting job.” David sat 
upon the porch raiHng and swung one leg. 
"The bank is organizing a tax club, some- 
thing hke a Christmas club. In September 
you begin to pay a fixed sum every week or 
every month; by the following September 
the money’s there to pay a year’s taxes. It’s 
not a new idea, but our bank has never be- 
fore gone in for it. We’re sending out such 
a flood of mail that our typists can’t handle it 
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all along with their other work. We need 
help. Five cents a letter. It costs us that much 
to do them with our own girls. The letters 
are all aHke; merely a different name at the 
top. If you could turn out five hundred of 
them, Jerry, it would help us a lot.” 

Five hundred meant $25. Jerry threw his 
head back; one hand touched Lady Nan’s 
twitching ears. 

"She’s brought us nothing but luck,” he 
said. 

Molly, strangely, said nothing. Later, 
when David left, she walked with him to the 
car. There he spoke swiftly. 

“You’re afraid this isn’t what it seems to 
be?” 

“Is it?” she asked frankly. “I wouldn’t 
want your heart to think it was doing a 
kindness when there might be only a bitter 
awakening for him at the end.” 

“It’s not my heart that’s doing this,” he 
told her. “It’s the bank. Banks don’t throw 
their money away. Of course, when there’s 
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work to be given out friendship plays a part, 
but not unless the friend can do the job. I 
recommended Jerry. I told them he was ca- 
pable.” 

It wasn’t the same world; not with Mi- 
chael working, and Jerry working, and the 
pulse of the house beating high, and glorious 
Indian summer stealing down to rout a too- 
early touch of fall. In the morning a mes- 
senger from the bank brought letter heads, 
envelops and a list of those to whom letters 
were to be sent. 

"Did Agnes come over?” Jerry called 
from the living-room. 

"I’m here,” Agnes answered. 

“Will you read me the letter a few times 
while I type? I’ll soon know it by heart.” 

Nothing, Molly thought, marked the 
change in Agnes so much as this, that where 
once she would have walked in and assumed 
swift command she now waited to be asked. 
The morning fled, and presently Michael was 
home from school for luncheon. 
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*'Are you helping Jerry today, Molly? Are 
you?” 

“Agnes is helping him,” Molly said. 

The boy walked into the living-room and 
surveyed the scene of labor. "Gosh,” he said, 
“Fll bet Agnes helps you a lot, doesn’t she, 
Jerry?” 

Agnes laughed. “Jerry needs so Httle help 
it really can’t be called help.” Today she 
stayed for lunch. Before a whistling Michael 
had gone back to school the typewriter was 
running again. 

Days passed, and a blind man worked be- 
side a woman he would never see and was 
strangely glad when she came in each morn- 
ing. The tips of his fingers grew tender from 
the constant tapping of keys. 

“Suppose I type awhile,” Agnes suggested. 
"It will give your fingers a chance to lose 
their soreness.” 

He shook his head. “You don’t know what 
these sore fingers mean to me.” 

“I think I do know,” she said. This was his 
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first step on the road and he must see it 
through alone. 

On a Saturday morning the last letter was 
typed. Michael had gone oflE to the lulls with 
his wagon to search out the first clusters of 
ripe wild grapes. A bank messenger was to 
call for the letters; as Agnes packed them 
into boxes the typewriter clicked in short 
bursts of speed. 

“Did we overlook one?” Agnes asked. 

Jerry pulled a sheet from the typewriter. 
"I got to thinking how I would have written 
that letter if I were the bank. Everybody 
writes differently, I suppose. I wondered — ” 
He was like an abashed boy surprised in an 
act of precocious endeavor. 

All at once Molly found herself thinking 
of the teacher for the blind who had told 
them Jerry had a gift. "Could I see it?” she 
asked. 

Agnes stepped to her side and they read 
the letter together. Spots of color appeared in 
Agnes’s cheeks. 
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"Oil, Jerry,” she said casually, “would you 
mind if I showed this to David? FU stop at 
the bank, anyway, for your check.” 

Jerry said uncertainly, “He might think it 
mighty fresh of me.” 

“Oh, I don’t think so.” She was gone be- 
fore there could be another protest. A voice 
lingered in Molly’s ears, a voice that, for all 
its casualness, was vibrant with suppressed 
excitement. 

Noon marked the closing of the bank, and 
Agnes had not returned. A ravenous Michael 
came down from the hills with a goodly load 
of grapes and an apprehensive Jerry listened 
on the porch for a familiar step. Late in the 
afternoon the step came. 

"Did they find fault?” Jerry asked anx- 
iously. 

"With a check for $24.20,” Agnes told 
him. 

"Give it to Molly.” He threw back his head 
with that characteristic motion. “Now Mi- 
chael can have his clothing.” 
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It was, Molly thought warmly, what she 
might have expected. A tremor ran through 
Agnes Kenyon’s lips. 

"It must be wonderful to have brothers 
and sisters,” she said wistfully. Abruptly her 
mood changed. “I have something to tell 
you. I showed Jerry’s letter to David. I had 
an idea but I had to be svure before I began to 
move. I’ve grown cautious about ideas.” 

Jerry said, "I hurt you the day I wouldn’t 
take the store, didn’t I?” 

"Not as much,” Agnes said unexpectedly, 
“as you’d have hurt yourself had you taken 
it. I suppose you don’t know it, Jerry, but 
there’s something peculiar about your letters. 
David saw it at once. They have a friendli- 
ness; you read them and they draw you out. 
Do you know how much long overdue 
money stands on the books of the Main Street 
storekeepers? David says about $45,000. Old 
depression debts, mostly. The people couldn’t 
pay, and then they began to stay away from 
the stores where they owed the money, and 
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now they’re ashamed to go back. What sort 
of letter would you write, Jerry, to a man 
who owed you money for a long time?” 

The sightless face grew intent. “Our own 
people around here?” 

“Here in the village and through the 
county.” 

"They’ve had some hard years. They’re 
honest. I’d be gentle with them. Even if I 
could not collect my money now I’d not lose 
their good will.” 

Agnes clapped her hands. “Isn’t that what 
I told David? He and I have spent the after- 
noon talking to tradesmen along Main Street. 
They’ve wanted somebody who could go out 
and try to collect this money without using 
an ax and without leaving scars. They’ll turn 
over all their old accounts, Jerry, and pay 
you io% of every dollar you can collect 
for them. It means io% of some part of 
$4j,ooo.” 

"But — ” Molly looked at her helplessly. 
How could they expect her blind brother, 
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even with wise Lady Nan at his side, to get 
around the whole county? 

"Not that way,” Agnes said. "Don’t you 
see? It will be done with letters, the kind of 
letters Jerry writes.” 

Jerry’s head was thrown back as though 
he saw an incredible vision that could not be 
real. "You’ll help me, Agnes?” 

"Of course.” 

"And if it becomes profitable we’ll share 
equally?” 

"No,” said Agnes. 

A chiU of dismay ran through Molly. Dear 
Lord, make her see that Jerry wouldn’t take 
so much for a mere "Thank you!” Make 
her see it. 

"You’ll be the brains of this,” Agnes said. 
"I’ll be the ofl&ce help. Perhaps one-quarter 
would be all I’d be worth; perhaps less. Let’s 
wait and see how it turns out.” 

Jerry’s head was still thrown back. *'We 
can’t do business as Jerry Lane and Agnes 
Kenyon.” 
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"Why not?” Agnes demanded. 

"We’ll need a business name that carries 
the sound of what we’re trying to do.” A 
dog’s paws padded the porch. "Lady, give us 
a name.” 

The dog gave a low, deep bark. 

"She’s trying to show her good will,” said 
Molly. 

Jerry’s fingers snapped. "That’s it; the 
Good Will House. We’ll need books to keep 
our records, stamps and stationery — ” His 
voice trailed off. 

"You have a check,” said Molly. "Do you 
think Michael would take it for clothing 
when you need it for this?” 

And so the Good Will Hoxxse was born and 
the Lane living-room became an office. Agnes 
bought a day-book and a ledger and carried 
copy for letter-heads and envelops to the 
printer. Lists of names and amounts owed 
came from the merchants. 

"We need more than a man’s name and 
what he owes,” Jerry said. “Why hasn’t he 
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been able to pay, sickness, no work, what? If 
he hasn’t paid there must be a reason. We 
want to know that reason.” 

The days crowded one upon the other, and 
Jerry found the hours too short. Blindness 
fell from him. Eager discussion was carried 
from the living-room office to the luncheon- 
table and back to the office again. A chicken 
farmer named Haskell, whose wife was hope- 
lessly ill, owed the Sunrise Garage $43 for 
gas and repairs to his truck. 

"We won’t write Haskell,” Jerry said, 
"not yet, anyway. He has enough of worry 
on his mind now.” 

Agnes looked at him steadily. "You won’t 
tell that to the garage?” 

"Why not?” 

"They may not like it?” 

"What’s that got to do with it? If they 
want us to collect their bills they must let us 
collect our way. If we can’t collect without 
badgering poor unfortunates then Ve’ll 
never collect.” 
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Agnes said, in a voice far from steady, 
"The Good 'Will House! What a happy 
name.” 

Stationery came from the printer’s and 
Michael was sent to the post-oflSce for sheets 
of stamps. Up to this point they had been 
digging deep into the stories that lay behind 
the debts; now they began to write letters 
and suddenly a blind man was the voice, the 
light and the Hfe. Instinctively Jerry led, 
ordered, directed; and a girl who had always 
taken direction into her own hands found 
herself leaning on him for counsel. 

Molly, keeping out of their way lest she 
prove a hindrance and a distraction, mar- 
veled at the richness that had come into her 
brother’s voice. She drank in the sound of his 
quick footsteps, footsteps that had long been 
halting, as he dictated, changed, corrected. 
Sometimes her work about the house took her 
into the living-room. They did not know 
she was there. On the third day she held 
Agnes for a moment at the luncheon-table. 
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*'How does the work go?” 

Agnes’s eyes were blue pools. "I’ve never 
seen such letters.” 

Molly took to watching for the postman. 
The fourth day brought nothing. But on 
the fifth day there were two letters for the 
Good Will House. One letter, registered, 
held $13 in cash, the other contained a 
money-order for $18. 

“Jerry!” Agnes cried. "It’s the start.” 

"What do the letters say?” Jerry asked. 
“Are they friendly?” 

So good will came first! Agnes read the 
two letters and walked to the window. 

"It’s great,” Jerry breathed. 

She turned from the window passion- 
ately. "It’s more than that! Nobody but a 
Jerry Lane could have done it.” 

"And an Agnes Kenyon,” Jerry said 
slowly. 

The midday mail brought $42 more. And 
late in the afternoon a man came to the 
door. 
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"Gjuld I see Mr. Lane?” 

Agnes brought him to the living-room. 
He stared at a blind figure seated behind a 
desk beside a magnificently tawny dog. 

"I knew that letter had come from some- 
body who had known a hard day,” the man 
said. "My name’s Carl Grinnell. I owe 
Thompson’s $72 for groceries. When your 
letter came it gave me the feeling I’d like 
to pay something ofiE and start back. What 
might you call a start?” 

"Ten dollars might be a start for one man 
and ten cents might be a start for another,” 
Jerry said. 

"I knew you were real,” Carl Grinnell 
cried. "Make it $12.” 

Agnes wrote him a receipt and took him 
to the door. Then she hurried back to the 
living-room office. 

"Ninety dollars today,” she called. 

Jerry’s sightless eyes seemed to see some- 
thing beyond the room. 

"It’s more than $90,” he said. "Let me 
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hold it a moment. Not because it’s $90 but 
because of what it means,” 

She handed him the money and the post- 
oflSce orders. Their hands met. 

"Without warning a glowing warmth ran 
through him. Suddenly, strangely, he began 
to tremble and his fingers closed around a 
hand that had come to him out of the eter- 
nal darkness. He felt her fingers stiffen. 
They did not draw away. But slowly, after 
a moment, he released her hand and let it 
go. 

Some place in the house MoUy sang. 

"We’ll have to — ” He fought for steadi- 
ness — “we’ll have to start an account at the 
bank and pay the stores by check. Will you 
see David about it?” 

"I’ll see him in the morning.” Her voice 
was far away, remote, as though it came 
from a great distance. 

"I think that will be all for today.” 

She was gone — swiftly. 

Molly bustled into the room, “It’s past 
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five o’clock and time you rested. I’ve made 
a pot of te — Where’s Agnes?” 

Jerry said, “She went home.” 

“Home? Without a word? Isn’t that 
strange?” 

"We had finished.” 

"But — ” She stood in the doorway for a 
moment and then walked to his chair. 
“What’s wrong, Jerry?” she asked quietly. 

“Nothing.” 

"I know better. What is it?” 

Lady stretched and looked at them ques- 
tioningly. 

“I discovered something today,” Jerry 
said out of the silence. “Perhaps I should 
have suspected it. Anyway, you must not 
worry. Everything’s going to be all right. 
There’s really nothing to worry about.” 

The breath caught in her throat with a 
hard, cruel stab. "It — ^it’s Agnes, Jerry?” 

“Yes. And I’m blind.” He stood up and 
when he spoke again his voice was almost 
as though he spoke to himself. “When I 
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first went blind I thought I would never 
know joy again. I have been happy. I’ll be 
happy again. Blindness — ” one hand moved 
" — blindness has compensations. It teaches 
you how to hve without the things you 
want.” 

TaU and straight he went toward the 
door. And all Molly could think of was how 
brave, fine and strong he looked in this mo- 
ment of sightless defeat. 
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CHAPTER VI 

FOR THE FIRST TIME IJvT MANY MONTHS, 
almost for the first time since Lady Nan 
had come to them, a shadow lay over the 
heart of Molly Lane. 2vlichael, piping a 
shrill, ear-splitting whistle, worked in the 
cellar at fashioning a model aeroplane. Her 
blind brother sat with a book in his lap, but 
his fingers did not move across the pages of 
raised type. She knew that the book was only 
a pretense. Momentarily she had the dis- 
mayed feeling that nothing could ever be 
the same again. 

Tonight the walls of the house shut them 
in and shut the world out. But tomorrow 
Agnes would come across the yard to help 
in the activities of the Good Will House. 
Two persons who had been happy in their 
124 



DARK CONQUEST 

work would all at once meet with a wall of 
embarassment between them. A man yearn- 
ing with blind intensity for that which he 
could never have; a radiant girl asked for a 
love she knew she cotild never give. A dread 
of the morrow crept over Molly Lane. 

And then suddenly she had a grip on her- 
self and the dread was gone. She gave her 
head a decided, vigorous shake. These dark 
fears were nonsense. Jerry had climbed too 
far out of the pits of darkness to be defeated 
now. He could be counted on to go ahead, 
unbroken and undismayed. 

The whistling stopped and Michael’s 
voice shrilled up the cellar stairs. "Hey, 
Molly. You know the jelly from the grapes 
I brought? Will you make some grape tarts? 
Will you, Molly?”> 

Molly went to the pantry for flour and 
lard. Half an hour later she took the pastry 
shells from the oven and, when they were 
cool, filled them with jelly and called her 
brothers. 
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Michael smacked noisily appreciative lips. 
“How many did you make, Molly? Can I 
have all I want?” 

“Will you first eat the two you have?” 
Molly demanded. 

The boy demolished the second tart. 
“You’d better save some for Agnes. She cer- 
tainly likes your jelly tarts. What are you 
looking at me that way for, Molly?” 

Leave it to the young scamp, Molly 
thought, to say the one thing that should be 
left unsaid. She sent a quick glance at Jerry. 
Not a muscle of the blind face had changed. 

“Agnes thinks you make the best grape 
jelly she ever tasted,” Jerry said quietly. 

Molly’s heart swelled. Oh, but she had 
known how this brother of hers would 
stand up to misfortune! It took strength to 
pick up the broken pieces of a dream and go 
on as though nothing had happened — and 
he had the strength. 

"Of course I’U put aside some for Agnes,” 
she said. 
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The alarm clock, ringing at six-thirty, 
awakened her to a day of rain and murk. 
Her room was almost dark. A sound came 
from downstairs and she stepped out into 
the hall. Lady Nan, usually on guard across 
the threshold of Jerry’s room, was not 
there. Again the soimds came from down- 
stairs, unmistakably the echo of footsteps. 

"Jerry, is that you?” She came down the 
stairs quickly. A tall figure paced back and 
forth across the living-room office. “What 
are you doing up so early?” 

“I awoke and got to thinking.” 

“Probably too many tarts last night,” she 
said casually. Was he to fight his battle he- 
roically by day only to have ghosts creep in 
and mock him through the lonely stretches 
of the night? 

Jerry’s voice broke in on her eagerly. 
"Molly, I have an idea. It’s too soon to talk 
about it; anyway, it may come to nothing. 
We’ll have to risk some money and it may 
fail. Give me another day or two — ” He re- 
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sumed his pacing of the room and Lady’s 
eyes followed him with a steady, unblinking 
devotion. 

Then it was not the fangs of regret 
that had routed him from his warm bed 
but some new, galvanizing plan of en- 
deavor. 

Michael came down to breakfast clamor- 
ing for more tarts. At eight o’clock the 
postman blew his whistle on the front 
porch. There were nine letters for the Good 
Will House. She brought them to Jerry in 
the living-room and went to the pantry. 
A blue rain-cape fluttered across the grass 
and a girl ran up the back steps and came 
in through the kitchen door. She closed 
the door and stood with her back against 
it. 

"Get me a pan, Molly, a big, roomy pan, 
and I’ll stand in it and drip.” She tried to 
say the words with a nonchalant drawl, but 
her voice was strangely throaty and breath- 
less. "Any mail?” 
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Jerry called from the living-room. “Nine 
letters.” 

“With you in a moment,” Agnes called 
back at once. 

Molly sang. Yesterday a thread had 
snapped; today it was retied. She had 
counted on Jerry to go on; now she knew 
she could also count on Agnes. Probably 
neither of them would ever forget the emo- 
tional crisis of yesterday. Agnes Kenyon’s 
attempt at a drawl had been a pitifully thin 
mask; the real Agnes had stood with her 
back pressed rigidly against the door. But 
apparently a blind man’s revelation of his 
heart and a girl’s panic-stricken retreat 
from what she had seen were to be ignored. 
There was work to be done and they were 
to go on with it. 

The mail had brought in $122. Sixty- 
seven dollars arrived with the second de- 
livery. Voices blended freely and naturally 
in the living-room and the typewriter 
clicked industriously. There was money to 
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be taken to the bank, receipts to be mailed, 
payments to be sent to merchant-clients 
and a tide of fresh letters to go out. Twice 
Agnes slipped into the blue cape and went 
oflF through the rain. The late afternoon 
mail came in with $141. Agnes filled out 
another batch of receipts and entered the 
transactions in her accotmt-books. The rain 
had stopped and through the breaking 
clouds in the west came the triumphant 
blaze of the descending sun. 

"Shall we call it a day?” Agnes asked. 
There had been constraint only when she 
handed him typed letters for his signature. 
It was as though they feared that their 
hands might meet again. 

"Tired?” Jerry asked. There were lines in 
his face. 

It came to her that she would never feel 
the full weight of the fatigue that must be 
his. She, at least, could take the day’s prob- 
lems and marshal them where she could see 
them; he would always have to find them. 
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visualize them and hold them fast in the 
dark. “Not too tired to go on if it’s neces- 
sary.” 

He hesitated. "I’m tired, too,” he ad- 
mitted. ’ 

Molly had tea for them and tarts left 
over from last night. That peculiar raptness 
came swiftly to Jerry’s face and the weary 
lines were miraculously gone. 

“What do you think of Molly’s grape, 
Agnes?” 

“None better,” Agnes said. 

“That sounds too — too pat. What I want 
is cold, critical opinion. Harsh opinion, if 
you can give me that. Taste it slowly; roll 
it around on your tongue. Search it for 
something wrong.” 

A long minute passed. 

"It still remains the best grape in the 
world,” Molly said with conviction. 

Some inner flame touched the blind eyes 
and Jerry stood up. “Lady hasn’t had her 
run today.” He called the dog and buckled 
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on the harness. Together they went along 
the street into the golden glow of the sun 
and the man’s head was bent a little as 
though in thought. 

"What is it?” Agnes asked. 

Molly didn’t know. She saw with reveal- 
ing clarity that there was a change in him 
overnight and that the change went deep. 
"He’s like a man driven, driven — I do not 
know how to put it.” 

Agnes said breathlessly, "Sometimes I 
think he sees things that — ^that we can’t 
see.” 

In two hours Jerry was back, changed 
again, talkative and buoyant. He had met 
David Ferris and they had discussed the 
Good Win House. Plainly the meeting with 
David, sturdy, dependable David, had been 
a needed tonic. But with supper over the 
restless nervousness came down upon him 
once more. Lady, uneasy, paced through the 
rooms. And Molly foimd herself wondering 
anew at the uncanny understanding, the 
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unexplainable bond that melted the great 
dog into her blind master’s moods. 

The telephone rang. 

“I met Jerry today,” David’s voice said. 
“He’s doing splendidly, isn’t he?” 

Molly glowed, “Isn’t he?” 

“Are you all right?” 

“Why do you ask that?” 

“I don’t know. Probably I’m imagining 
things and borrowing trouble. But Jerry 
seemed — Are you sure you’re all right?” 

Her heart cried a tender, “David!” 
Aloud she said, "Who would I call to first 
if anything were wrong?” She left the tele- 
phone and found Michael absorbed in a 
book and Lady Nan searching frantically 
through the lower rooms. The dog ran up- 
stairs, came down, and whined anxiously at 
the back door. 

“Where’s Jerry?” Molly asked. 

“Jerry?” Michael lifted vague eyes. 
“Good gosh, he’s around, isn’t he? Lady is.” 
She threw open the kitchen door and 
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Lady Nan rushed past her. She heard the 
dog breaking through the hedge, crashing 
among the flower-beds. Then the crackling 
stopped and a voice throbbed out of the 
dark night. 

"You are glad to see me, old girl, aren’t 
you?” 

That voice might just as well have said, 
"You are glad to see me because it makes no 
difference to you that I am blind.” Foot- 
steps came along the graveled path and 
Molly put out a hand and steadied herself 
against the door. 

"Are you there, Molly?” 

"Yes, Jerry.” 

"Will you ask Agnes to come over?” His 
face, in the light that streamed through the 
open kitchen door, was cahnly quiet. Molly 
knew that out there in the darkness of the 
yard still another change had taken place. 
Lady Nan knew it, too. The dog stood be- 
side him with all the nervous harassment 
gone from her. 
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Agnes came at once. Jerry sat at the 
living-room desk and the dog’s head was on 
his knee. Michael, round-eyed with wonder, 
squatted on the floor with a chubby finger 
thrust into the closed book to mark his 
page. 

"How much do you have to pay for a 
good jelly at the stores?” Jerry asked. 

“For how large a glass?” Agnes wanted to 
know. 

"The size Molly puts up.” 

“Fifteen cents.” Agnes looked at him 
curiously. "You’re not thinking of going in 
the jelly business?” 

"We’re in it,” Jerry said quietly. 

We! That included Agnes, of co\xrse. 
Molly waited. 

Jerry spoke again. "How much does it 
cost you to put up a glass of jelly, Molly?” 

Molly wasn’t sure. Two cents, perhaps, 
with Michael bringing the grapes down 
from the hills at no cost. The plan seemed 
mad. Business demanded money and a force 
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of workers. And yet she was gripped with 
a tingling, quickening sense of adventure 
and bold daring. A new world beckoned and 
a blind man bade them follow him into its 
mysteries. 

“Glasses,” Jerry said, "shouldn’t cost 
more than two cents — ^probably less. We’ll 
need labels, shipping cartons, address stick- 
ers. They have trade directories at the bank; 
we can get the names of manufacturers and 
wholesalers from David. Glasses, cartons, 
labels, fruit, sugar, heat, shipping, promo- 
tion shouldn’t cost more than nine cents a 
glass. We’U sell six for a dollar. That gives 
us almost an eight-cent profit. We’ll have 
to start slowly, putting in the profits from 
the Good Will Hotise as we go.” 

Molly’s mind worked with clear logic. 
The money that Jerry was now earning 
promised security, a chance to save against 
the uncertain future. Apparently that fu- 
ture was to be sunk in a wildcat scheme. 
And yet that tingle of adventurous daring 
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grew stronger. If this was Jerry’s dream she 
would go with him. 

"Michael,” Jerry asked, “how many boys 
can you gather who own express-wagons?” 

Michael screwed up his nose. "What do 
you want them for?” 

"To bring us wild grapes from the hills. 
We’ll pay $i for each wagonful.” 

Michael was on his feet. "A dollar? Good 
gosh, Jerry, you mean a whole doUar? I’ll 
bet I could get fifteen fellows to go for a 
dollar. I bet I could.” 

"Get them. You’ll lead them up Saturday 
morning. I think we ought to call you the 
fruit manager of the Molly Lane Jellies 
Company. There’s a name. Molly Lane Jel- 
lies. It has a home-spun sound.” 

"You mean I’ll be the boss?” Michael de- 
manded. 

"You’ll be the man in charge of the grape- 
pickers.” 

The boy swelled. “You just let me catch 
any one chiseling on how much he puts in 
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his wagon for a load. You just let me catch 
them. I’ll show them how to be a boss.” 

Molly’s lips twitched. The wild, loyal 
lad! She looked toward Agnes. 

“You don’t think much of the idea, do 
you, Agnes?” Jerry asked unexpectedly. 

Molly marveled. How had he known? 

"If the stores can sell jelly over the 
counter for fifteen cents,” Agnes asked 
slowly, "what chance have you to sell 
Molly’s for more than sixteen cents whole- 
sale? The stores would have to set a retail 
price of at least twenty cents.” 

*'We’re not selUng to stores.” 

"But—” 

"We’re selling by mail.” 

A silence lingered in the room and grew 
profound. And the blind man’s hand 
stroked the dog’s head. 

“You don’t like that idea either, do you?” 
His voice was steady with an unruflBied 
calm. 

“How many persons pay attention to 
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sales letters?” Agnes asked. Her hands made 
a protesting gesture. "Don’t you see, Jerry? 
I’m trying to answer you honestly.” 

Molly wanted to cry out, "But he has 
the gift for writing letters.” Lady’s ears 
were rigid. 

Jerry nodded slowly. "I’ve thought of 
that. Perhaps you’re right; perhaps I’m 
wrong. Nevertheless, we’re going to try it.” 

There was the "We” again. Whatever 
plans Jerry made, whatever far roads he 
followed, in the secret corners of his mind 
Agnes would always be a part of the plan 
and the journey. 

The thought stayed with Molly that 
night and kept her long awake. The alarm 
clock aimounced another day. Downstairs a 
typewriter clicked. She found Jerry already 
working at the desk in the early hour. 

"I’ll have something for you and Agnes 
to read a little later,” he said. 

Agnes arrived at eight o’clock before Mi- 
chael had gone to school. Fourteen letters 
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had come for the Good Will House. Jerry 
pushed them aside as though, for the mo- 
ment, they did not matter. 

''Read this,’^ he said, and handed them a 
paper. He got up from the chair and began 
to pace the room. 

Molly and Agnes Kenyon read the letter 
together: 

May I ask you to close your eyes? 

I want you to taste my sister Molly’s wild 
grape jelly as a wise, knowing child welcomes a 
new and captivating flavor. With its eyes closed 
blissfully the child allows the flavor and the 
savor to seep deep into its palate. I want you to 
close your eyes, to surrender yourself to rapture, 
to enjoy the full goodness of the miracle that 
Molly Lane has put into a glass. 

There is no secret about this jelly. Molly has 
not spoiled or diluted the natural tang these 
wild grapes took from the hills. She has pre- 
served inviolate the richness a ripening sun gave 
them as they grew on silent, sunny slopes. All 
she did was to add sugar in delicate, sympathetic, 
understanding measure. 

I know you will welcome Molly’s jelly to your 
home because there is no better jelly made. If, 
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after sampKng one glass, you do not agree with 
me, return the carton at my expense and — 

Agnes Kenyon’s hand, holding the letter, 
fell to her side and Molly read no more. 

“Jerry,” Agnes said, "is one-quarter of 
the Good Will House earnings too much to 
pay me?” 

He turned quickly. “It isn’t enough, but 
I know it’s all you’U accept. Take your 
quarter from our funds. We do not want to 
find ourselves spending your money by mis- 
take.” 

"You’re going to spend my money, Jerry. 
Every dime of it.” 

"No; you don’t believe in it.” 

“That was last night,” Agnes told him. 
"I’ve changed my mind.” 

The blind face filled with that odd look 
of raptness. 

The mail brought the Good Will House 
the incredtxlous amount of $308. Molly car- 
ried lunch in to them and they ate at the 
desk. Where, she wondered, were they to 
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find the time for a second business by mail 
when all the day was already taken up? But 
that, too, was merely a challenge, a part of 
the adventure. 

*'We have the nights,” Jerry said. 

*'I’m ready,” Agnes announced. 

They must have glasses at once, for the 
grapes that would come down from the hills 
could not be left lying around. Agnes pre- 
pared to take the morning’s receipts to the 
bank. 

“Ask David where we can get glasses,” 
Jerry called to her. 

“And cartons,” Molly cried. They would 
not need cartons at once, but it would be 
well to know. 

Agnes was back in an hour. While Jerry 
telephoned to the city for glasses and 
samples of cartons she slipped out to the 
kitchen and spoke in an undertone to Molly. 

“I don’t think David likes this.” 

Molly was disturbed. When a little after 
three o’clock a car stopped outside the house 
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she went down the long walk to the gate. I£ 
they were to talk of her brother it would be 
better to do it where he could not hear. 

“Jerry’s not thinking of selling your jelly 
by mad?” David demanded. 

“It’s gone past the thinking, David.” 

“But can’t you see how hard, how almost 
impossible it will be? Selling by mail re- 
quires a special knowledge, a shrewd judg- 
ment of human nature, steady, persistent 
effort — You don’t believe in this?” 

“I was uncertain at first.” 

He stared at her. 

"There is something about him,” she said, 
“that makes you believe.” 

“Must he risk the first dollars he’s ever 
earned?” David cried bitterly. “Aren’t you 
entitled to something of comfort? You must 
protest against this.” 

She shook her head. 

“Don’t you ever think of yourself?” He 
went on with a rush, “Don’t you ever think 
of me, of us?” 
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Her troubled eyes met his for just a mo- 
ment. And in a moment all the dark despair 
and anger went out of him. 

“Forgive me,” he said. "I shouldn’t have 
said that. I imderstand.” 

All at once she was warmed and healed 
again. 

Lights began to burn far into the night in 
the Lane house. A blind man, taking com- 
mand, divided and parceled hours remorse- 
lessly. Minutes were too precious to be 
wasted. At eight o’clock in the morning the 
Good Will House took up its work of sym- 
pathetic counseling; at four o’clock that 
work was locked up and put away. Supper 
was at six. At half -past seven Agnes came 
across from the other house and Molly Lane 
Jellies came to life. Carton samples came by 
express from the city and the two girls 
judged and valued. Jerry ran his hands over 
the boxes and tried to visualize what they 
were like. Agnes brought a copy of Who’s 
Who from the village library and the slow 
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labor of compiling the start of a mailing list 
began- 

Saturday Michael led forth fourteen 
grape-pickers. Before noon the cavalcade 
was back and Molly stared in appalled con- 
sternation at grapes; grapes in the kitchen, 
grapes on the back porch, grapes piled in the 
yard against the house. 

"Get a girl to help,” Jerry ordered. 

Agnes saw to it. A neighborhood girl 
came in and by mid-afternoon the house 
was sweet with the mouth-watering aromas 
of bubbling fruits and sugar. David Ferris, 
arriving at eight o’clock to take Molly to the 
movies, took one look about the busy, 
steaniing kitchen and took ofiF his coat. 

"Give me an apron, Molly. FU strip 
grapes.” 

MoUy didn’t know where the days went. 
Twice more Michael went out with the 
pickers and twice more she and her helper 
were swamped. Slowly she came through 
the third flood of fruit with the knowledge 
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that the pressure was over. A hard, killing 
frost had come in the night; what fruit was 
left on the vines in the hills had been 
withered. There were no more wild grapes 
to pick. 

And now she noticed what she had been 
too busy to notice before. Jerry was thinner 
and paler. 

"You must rest,” she said in concern. 
"You are working entirely too hard.” 

"There’ll be time for rest later,” he an- 
swered. 

The days ran on and still a blind man 
drove on tirelessly. Money flowed into the 
Good Will House in a small stream and let- 
ters from Molly Lane Jellies went forth 
steadily. Down in the cellar that Michael 
had cleared of every scrap of dust and had 
whitewashed, hundreds upon hundreds of 
glasses of jelly were packed in tiered cartons. 
And still the days passed and slowly a 
shadow came across Agnes Kenyon’s face. 
Molly feared that something would creep 
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into the other girl’s voice and betray her 
discouragement. 

“I’m not thinking of myself,” Agnes 
said. "I’m not thinking of you. Don’t you 
see, it’s Jerry. His whole heart is in it.” 

An order for a do2en glasses came in the 
third week. Five days later a request for six 
glasses limped out of the mail. It was two 
weeks before another order arrived. 

"How bad is it?” David asked. 

"Agnes is fearful,” Molly said. 

“And you?” He looked at her curiously, 
questioningly. 

Her voice was steady. "Not while Jerry’s 
faith holds. So long as he goes on I will go 
with him. If he stops — ” 

But a blind man, quiet and unshakable, 
clung to the task. Night after night names 
were selected; night after night letters were 
prepared. The faith of Agnes shriveled and 
tottered. A blind man’s force held her up. 

"He makes me ashamed to doubt,” she 
told Molly with a catch in her voice. 
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And then, suddenly, the tide turned. 
Three orders came in a single mail, five ar- 
rived the next day, four the day after. Al- 
most before they knew it the tide had be- 
come a small flood. Repeat orders began to 
reach them and that was the most encourag- 
ing sign of all- 

"We may not have enough jelly to last,” 
Molly cried happily. 

The flood swelled. A letter came from a 
woman who had already ordered twice. 
"Have you,” she wrote, “any other jelly as 
delicious as your wild grape?” 

"There’s no reason we shouldn’t have,” 
Molly thrilled. 

Jerry sat with the letter in his hands a 
long time. 

"I must have,” he said at last, "a complete 
statement of how much we’ve spent, how 
much jelly we have on hand, how much 
we’ve sold and how much profit we’ve 
made. We must put up other frxiits. We’ll 
need a stove specially built for jelly-making, 
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larger preserving kettles — and a small car. 
Agnes knows how to drive.” 

Molly spoke. "Why the car, Jerry?” 

"It will be cheaper for us to buy our 
fruits right at the farms.” 

Agnes looked startled. 

“Have you figured the cost?” Molly 
asked. 

"Roughly.” Again she had the feeling 
that his blind eyes had seen ahead much far- 
ther than theirs. “That’s why I want the 
statement. I’m going to the bank for a loan.” 

That, Molly thought, should be easily ar- 
ranged. With David to go to — 

“This is out of David’s reach,” Jerry said. 
"David’s a teller. A bank teller has no au- 
thority to make loans.” 

But — She caught herself as she was about 
to say that David had arranged a bank loan 
when she bought Lady Nan. The truth 
burst upon her. So it had been David’s 
money and not the bank’s, just as it had 
been David’s money that had financed 


149 



DARK CONQUEST 

Michael’s newspaper route. He had tried not 
to have her know, not to deceive her but to 
save her from a possible hurt to her pride. 
Color crept softly into her cheeks. 

In the morning she went with Jerry and 
Lady to the bank. The sunlight showed how 
much thinner he was than she had realized. 
At last she was genuinely alarmed. 

David saw them come through the door 
and hurried out of the teller’s cage. 

"Jerry has come for a loan,” Molly said. 
She lowered her voice meaningly. "From 
the bank, David.” 

All he needed was a look at her eyes. 
"You’re not angry? I — I wanted to help 
you, Molly.” 

"Could I be angry with a deed kindly 
meant?” she asked him. 

He brightened. "I’ll take you to Mr. 
Henderson.” 

And so there entered the president’s of- 
fice a blind man, a girl and a dog. Molly, 
long the backbone and courage of the Lane 
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home when it was s inkin g, began to tremble. 
A bank was a mysterious place that dealt in 
fabulous sums of money locked away in 
strong vaults; it awed her. Why should a 
bank president sitting in an office of marble 
and mahogany bother with their little jelly 
business? 

“Fm delighted to see you,” Mr. Hender- 
son cried heartily. "A remarkable dog, 
Jerry. I’ve often admired her on the street. 
What can I do for you?” 

"We have come for a loan,” said Jerry. 

“Ah!” Some of the heartiness was gone. 
"We’re drawing the lines a Httle tight on 
loans. How much did you want?” 

“Six hundred dollars.” 

"For what?” 

"We have a jelly business that has begun 
to grow. We need money for equipment 
and expansion. At present we put up only 
one jelly. That limits us too sharply. We 
want money for fruit in the spring.” 

“You have a sales organization?” 
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"We are our own sales organization,” 
Jerry said quietly. "We sell by mail.” 

"I know something of your ability as a 
letter- writer,” Mr. Henderson said thought- 
fully and stared hard at the ceding. "If you 
could have a statement prepared — ” 

"I have brought one with me.” 

Molly had ceased to tremble. The blind 
brother whose courage had not faltered 
through the early, discouraging days of 
Molly Lane Jellies sat there serene and calm. 
Once he had taken his strength from her; 
today she took her strength from him. 

Mr. Henderson put the paper down. 
"Jerry, I’ll admit this is impressive.” He 
swung sideways in his chair. "I wonder. 
Miss Lane, if you realize how remarkably 
well he’s done?” 

"Oh, but I do,” MoUy cried. 

"Who wiU endorse the note, Jerry?” 

"I will,” said Jerry. "So will the Good 
Will House.” 

Mr. Henderson pressed a button and 
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picked up a telephone. "David,” he said, 
“prepare a note for $600 and credit Mr. 
Lane’s account with that amount.” 

Out in the street Molly throbbed to the 
memory of David’s face smiling at them 
through the grille of the teller’s window as 
they left the bank. Her brother urged Lady 
forward at a speed that almost forced her 
to run. 

"Jerry!” she protested. “You’ll have me 
out of breath.” 

"Agnes win be watching for us,” he told 
her. 

It grew on her that for weeks, for many 
long weeks, their lives had been geared to 
feverish speed. Hurry, hurry, always hurry. 
Her brother had gone on Uke some ceaseless 
machine that could not stop. Even now 
they must hurry again, back to a waiting 
Agnes. 

"Jerry,” she said, "it will be weeks before 
we can buy our fitst fruit. Why don’t you 
rest that little while. You need rest.” 
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The blind face seemed to grow tense. *T 
must — work,” he said. 

A throb of understanding went through 
her. Why hadn’t she suspected before that 
the work he did was more than work, more 
than ambition and endeavor in its full 
swing? It was a clutch for something to do, 
something to plan, something to keep the 
mind continually gripped — something to 
keep him from thinking of the unattainable 
hunger he carried in his courageous, blind 
heart. 
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CHAPTER VII 

MOIXY THOXJGMT THAT NO SPRING HAD 
ever been fairer than the spring of that year. 
The buds that burst triumphant from every 
dormant branch were no richer in their 
promise of a luscious summer than the 
prospect of prosperity that had come to the 
Lane home. Every glass of wild grape was 
gone from the cellar and the files in the 
living-room held orders for more than a 
thousand glasses of jams and jellies to be 
delivered as made. 

A new stove with special burners stood in 
the kitchen and great, shining preserving 
kettles hung from pegs in the pantry. Part 
of the front fence had been taken down, a 
cinder runway had been laid past the side 
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of the house, and at the end of the runway 
stood a one-ton truck bought second-hand 
with David’s advice. On its side was painted 
in white letters: MOLLY LANE JELLIES. 

The truck had been delivered that morn- 
ing. Jerry, Agnes and MoUy were grouped 
about it when Michael, clad in a new gray 
knicker suit, came from school for lunch. 

“Hey, Jerry, is it all ours? To keep?” The 
boy swarmed up behind the wheel. “How 
fast can she go, Agnes? Hey, Jerry! Will 
you go for berries on Saturdays so I can 
go along? Will you?” 

Jerry laughed. “This isn’t a one-day-a- 
week business, Michael.” 

“You can go on some Saturdays, can’t 
you?” 

“We will be going to the farms very 
many Saturdays,” Agnes told him. Her 
hand went to the button on the wheels. 
“The horn could be better, Jerry.” 

“You take me on Saturdays,” Michael 
burst out eagerly, "and you won’t need a 
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horn. I can sit up on the front seat and 
yell. Do you want to hear me yell?” He 
drew in a great Irmgful of air and sent forth 
a wild, blood-curdling shriek. 

Lady Nan quivered and growled. Molly 
stuck fingers into her outraged ears. 

"Michael! Do you want the neighbors to 
think there’s a murder? Go in to your 
meal.” 

"I had to show them how I could give a 
good yell, didn’t I?” the boy demanded, ag- 
grieved, and went up the back stoop. 

Jerry said, "You’d better get to your 
lunch, too, Agnes. No hurry. We’re pretty 
well caught up on the Good Will House.” 

"I don’t want to miss any of this,” Agnes 
said. “It’s too exciting. I’ll be back before 
one.” 

He listened to her footsteps until they 
were gone, his head a little bent as though 
anxious to catch the last faint rustle of her 
footsteps through the grass. Molly saw that 
another change had taken place in him. For 
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days she had noticed a deepening tranquil- 
lity, a slow lessening of the restless force that 
drove him. At the kitchen door he suddenly 
swimg about. 

"You try to carry all our troubles, don’t 
you?” 

"Troubles?” Her eyes were wide. Of 
course she was always concerned for him 
and Michael both, but what fresh trouble 
could there be now? 

"There’s something I’ve wanted to tell 
you. You’ve been worrying about me, 
haven’t you?” 

"Not this last week or two since you’ve 
stopped driving yourself so hard.” 

"Fm not speaking of work,” he said after 
a silence. "That day we left the bank — 
You knew what I meant, didn’t you?” 

"Yes.” 

"That’s over. It was a little hard for 
awhile, but it’s over.” 

She knew that it would never be over, 
not in the sense of forgetfulness. 
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The afternoon saw them planning the 
spring business. 

"WeTe promising always to deliver fresh 
jellies and jams,” Molly said. “'What are we 
going to do with what’s left from a season 
when we begin to pack the same fruit 
anew?” 

"We never made a promise that good 
jelly would be thrown out because it had 
aged,” Agnes protested. 

“It’s an implied promise,” Jerry said 
slowly, and ran one hand across his chin. 
"Who’s got the answer?” 

“Can’t we sell to the county hospitals?” 
MoUy asked. 

Jerry’s hand came down from his chin. 
“She has it, Agnes. The hospitals will be 
glad to buy for cost. The quick money for 
the unsold pack will help to buy the new 
crop. In the long run we’ll cash in heavily 
by having our mail customers know that 
what they buy from us is always fresh.” 

Agnes said, “We have only wild grape 

159 



DARK CONQUEST 

labels. Isn’t it time we sent copy to the 
printer for the other fruits?” 

"It was a mistake to print the wild 
grape,” Jerry said. "These are home-made 
jellies; the glass shoidd have a home-made 
look. Well buy sticker labels and type the 
kind of jeUy.” He snapped his fingers. 
"And we’ll type on each label the season it 
was packed.” 

The three of them had the thought that 
they were covering ground, getting some 
place, planning constructively. A growing 
business! To what extent would it grow? 
Agnes took fire. 

"Have you thought about the business be- 
coming too large for Molly’s kitchen?” 

The blind eyes puckered in thought. "We 
have the barn. A carpenter and a painter 
could turn it to our needs.” 

"I wonder,” Agnes said in the pause, "if 
anything escapes you.” 

David, meeting the farmers at the bank, 
became Jerry’s observation post. A week 
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later he brought word that strawberries 
were almost ready in the south valley. Sat- 
urday, with Agnes at the wheel and Lady 
and Jerry beside her on the seat, the truck 
rolled out of the driveway. A haughtily 
superior Michael sat on a folded blanket on 
the jouncing floor. 

Eight miles out they came to Richard 
Harll’s farm. A weather-faded sign said: 
"STRAWBERRIES.” They stopped in the 
road and honked the horn. A man in over- 
alls lumbered out to them. 

Jerry spoke from the seat. “My name is 
Jerry Lane. What are the prospects for 
strawberries?” 

"Lane? Say, you’re that bHnd fellow who’s 
gone in the jelly business?” 

Michael sprang to his feet indignantly. 
Couldn’t the "blind” be left out of it? His 
smoldering eyes found Agnes Kenyon’s. 

“I’m the man,” Jerry said, unperturbed. 
"We can use only prime fruit. What can 
you do for us?” 
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“Mr. Lane, you’ve come to just exactly 
the right place. Prime fruit is all we handle. 
It’s a little early yet. Along about next 
Wednesday we’ll make a good picking. We 
took some today — ^not more than two dozen 
boxes.” 

“Could I see the fruit?” 

The man stared as though that word 
“see” startled him. “Eh? Why, sure. I’ll get 
some for you.” He came back from the 
house. “Here they are; as good berries as 
you’ll be able to buy in the valley. Six cents 
a box.” 

Jerry took the box. The top fruit was ripe 
and mellow. He poked a finger into the con- 
tainer. The man passed up another box. 
Tilting it against his chest he explored the 
bottom. There the berries were hard and 
only partly ripe. 

"It’s a little early yet,” Mr. Harll said 
hastily. “You take next Wednesday, now — 
Yes, sir; about next Wednesday — 

Jerry handed back the boxes. 
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"I’ll tell you, Ivlr. Lane, maybe I could 
do a little better than six cents — ” 

"I wouldn’t buy from you,” Jerry said 
distinctly, "at four cents. I don’t want to 
do business with a man I can’t trust.” 

The car rolled on. 

"Didn’t Jerry tell him?” Michael exulted. 
"Didn’t he, though?” 

Agnes stole a look at the blind face be- 
side her. 

The next stop was at the farm of Carl 
Grinnell, who had come to the Lane home 
in the early days of the Good Will House 
and had begun to pay off a debt. The farimer 
came out to the car at once. 

"Hello, Mr. Lane. What brings you 
here?” 

"Strawberries.” 

"For the jelly business? I don’t know. I 
can give you only a limited quantity. If 
you’re figmring on volume. . . .” 

"I thought you went in heavily for ber- 
ries,” Jerry said. 
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*'I do. But when we pick for the retail 
market we pick under-ripe. You’ll want 
fancy fruit ripened to a point. I doubt if 
I could give you more than five hundred 
boxes. Will you come for them or will I 
have to make delivery?” 

“We’ll come for them.” 

“That will be better. You can look the 
fruit over. If it isn’t as represented, leave 
it here. Five hundred boxes? I’m afraid I 
can’t let them go for less than six cents.” 

Jerry waved a hand. “Sold. I’ll send you 
a contract.” 

“With you,” Mr. Grinnell said, "a con- 
tract isn’t necessary.” 

They drove away. Michael squirmed on 
the blanket. 

“Hey, Jerry! Do you know what? You 
forgot to ask him for a sample.” 

“With some men, Michael, you don’t have 
to see a sample.” 

Agnes looked at Jerry again. With some 
men you didn’t need a contract! 
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Before the afternoon was over they had 
contracted for another thousand boxes and 
had arranged for the spacing of the deliv- 
eries. They rode up through the evening 
valley and were near home when Jerry 
spoke. 

"Could you find another couple of help- 
ers for Molly, Agnes? She’s going to need 
them.” 

Molly met them at the door. "I have the 
grandest news. There were twenty-eight or- 
ders in the noon mail. One was from a 
woman who had eaten our jelly at another 
woman’s house.” 

Jerry’s head went back. "I was counting 
on something like that.” 

Carl Grinnell telephoned late one after- 
noon, and next morning Agnes, Jerry and 
the dog were on the road at daybreak. Three 
helpers crowded Molly’s kitchen. At noon, 
when Michael came home from school, the 
Lanes went to a small restaurant three 
blocks from the house. It was Michael’s first 
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dinner out. He stared in fascination at the 
waitresses, touched the wall mirrors gin- 
gerly and ran an experimental finger over 
the gleaming tile. The menu caught his at- 
tention. 

“Can I order anything I want, Molly? 
Canl?» 

"Anything, Michael.” 

"All right, then. I’ll have five pieces of 
pie.” 

But Jerry and Molly put a stop to that. 

"Aw, gosh,” Michael grumbled in dis- 
gust, "we might just as well stay back home 
in our own house.” He ate in a scowling 
silence. 

The day had brought in orders for one 
hundred and fifty glasses of jelly. That 
night Jerry paced the floor. 

“How much,” he asked abruptly, “would 
it cost to make over the barn? It’s only a 
matter of paint, a few partitions, a few 
windows. Could it be done for $300?” 

Molly was conscious of Agnes leaning 
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forward eagerly. “You’re not thinking of 
doing it now?” 

"At once. Why wait? We’re going to 
need it.” 

"We already owe the bank,” Molly cau- 
tioned. 

"There’s no need to worry about that. 
We’ve paid off $2jo of that loan. We’re 
growing and the kitchen is too small. Our 
jelly profits, the earnings of the Good Will 
House — We don’t have to worry about the 
expense of utilizing the barn. We’ll have to 
do it in the end, anyway. Why wait until 
it becomes desperately necessary?” 

Michael was touched with inspiration. 
"Look, Jerry. Suppose I help the painter. 
Gosh, I bet I could do some swell painting. 
Wouldn’t he charge us less if I helped him 
good?” 

Jerry chuckled. “I’m very much afraid, 
Michael, he’d be apt to charge quite a bit 
more.” 

Agnes rumpled the disappointed boy’s 
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hair. “With two more girls in the kitchen 
you can’t hold an eight-cent profit for each 
glass, can you?” 

Jerry considered. “For the present, it may 
hold us down to seven and a half. Later, as 
business increases and we buy more heavily, 
we’ll probably get better prices at the farms. 
We’ll make our eight cents.” 

Molly found her pulse beating faster. An- 
other step forward. Another bit of daring, 
another stroke of high adventure, with 
blindness walking in the van. She caught 
Agnes’s eye. 

“I’m for it,” Agnes said. 

David Ferris came to the house that night 
and they told him of the plan. Molly, re- 
membering his earlier opposition, was ap- 
prehensive. But David gave the project an 
enthusiastic approval. 

“I was wrong about this jelly business,” 
he confided to Molly. "Fie has a head. And 
even if this seemed like biting off a bit too 
much I’d be for it.” 
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"But why?” She was puzzled. 

"Because it means more comfort in the 
part of the work that you do. Tell Jerry Fll 
send men around to give him estimates.” 

A week later a carpenter sawed and ham- 
mered in the barn. On his heels came a 
painter. Within ten days Molly Lane Jel- 
lies had taken up their new quarters. 

"We’ll need heat,” Jerry said. "Not 
much, but enough, however, to save the 
stored stock from freezing when the cold 
weather comes.” 

“Does anything escape you?” Agnes 
asked. Was there a catch in her voice or did 
Molly only imagine it? 

“When you’re blind,” Jerry said, "you 
have nothing to do but think and plan.” 
He took a paper from his pocket. "I’ve 
written a new paragraph for our sales let- 
ter. What do you think of this?” 

The paragraph was short: 

You cannot buy a Molly Lane jelly or jam that 
has lived out its season. This is strawberry time; 
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we are now doing up strawberries. Next spring, 
when strawberries are ripe again, every glass of 
this season’s pack will be sold to our local hos- 
pitab at cost. Not because it has ceased to be a 
wholesome jelly or jam, not because it has de- 
teriorated, but because we give you our pledge 
that when you buy a Molly Lane product you 
buy the last word in purity and freshness. 

Molly knew, then, that his gift was even 
greater than she had thought. 

Agnes said, "Jerry, I envy you.” 

Orders climbed to more than two hun- 
dred glasses a day. Strawberries passed their 
local prime; they could still be bought from 
jobbers in the city but Jerry refused to take 
chances. Gooseberries, currents, blackberries 
ripened in their turn and the barn steamed 
fragrantly. Spring retreated before the ad- 
vance of summer; a black sign with gold 
lettering appeared inside the front gate an- 
nouncing the home of Molly Lane Jellies. 

June turned hot and sultry. The preserv- 
ing kettles added to the heat and Molly grew 
pale. 
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"Are you sure this isn’t too much for 
you?” Agnes asked anxiously. 

"Too much? And today bringing orders 
for more than three hundred glasses?” 
Laughter, low and rich, rippled from 
Molly’s throat. "I love it.” She foimd it 
hard, sometimes, to believe that the miracle 
of prosperity was true. 

Another week passed. Momentarily they 
were out of fruit. David telephoned from 
the bank and reported that a farmer from 
the hill country had told him of an orchard 
promising a choice crop of crab-apples. 

"That’s a trip for tomorrow,” Jerry de- 
cided. 

The morning found the truck on its way 
and a brooding, disconsolate Michael scowl- 
ing in the driveway with school-books un- 
der his arm. Jerry rubbed one of Lady’s ears 
and breathed deeply. A strange, unexplain- 
able happiness lay over him. He knew when 
they climbed the grades by the tilt of the 
car; he knew when they ran through dense 
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groves of trees by the walled-in reverbera- 
tion of the motor. And the air coming 
through the truck, carrying the scent of 
summer, spoke to him as it would speak to 
no person with sight. 

"How much change would we have to 
make,” Agnes asked, "if our sales reached 
one thousand glasses a day?” 

"That wouldn’t happen for several 
years.” 

"I know. I suppose I’m merely dreaming, 
but what changes would we have to make?” 

"We’d need a steam sterilizer, larger 
stoves and larger kettles. We’d have to give 
Molly a regular staff and put somebody in 
charge of shipping.” 

"Couldn’t Molly and I handle shipping 
with Michael’s help?” 

"It would have become a man’s job. Any- 
way, it’s time Molly began to train a girl to 
take her place. We can’t tie her down to jel- 
lies forever. She’ll want time for shopping, 
pleasure trips, David — Oh, lots of things.” 
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Agnes said slowly, *'Do you ever plan re- 
lief for yourself?” 

He smiled. "I have the easy end.” 

Easy? Her hands tightened on the wheel. 
Was it easy to plan, direct, execute from be- 
hind a never-ending veil of darkness? 

"You — ^you seem to give all your thought 
to us.” 

Suddenly his whole sotJ wanted to cry 
out, "I always think of you.” In a moment 
the repression and self-control of months 
was swept away. Her nearness filled his 
heart with gladness and his body with a 
warmth that warmed him through. And 
all at once he knew it was her nearness to 
him that had made the day different from 
all the other days when she had been alone 
with him on the road. 

He fell into silence. Frogs croaked from 
a marsh and the air was damp in the hol- 
lows. They topped a rise and came to the 
farm of Blake, the man whose crab-apples 
promised a choice crop. Feeling his way, 
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Jerry climbed down from the car and Lady 
leaped to the road and stood at his side. 

Mr. Blake told them he would have a 
heavy crop. 

"Some of it, of course, not high grade. 
Different trees, different sections of the 
orchard. "We’!! pick carefuUy, Mr. Lane, 
and see that you get only the best.” 

David had vouched for the man as reli- 
able. 

"Let me know when you’re ready,” Jerry 
said. With Agnes’s guiding hand on his arm 
he climbed back into the truck, and now 
Lady Nan was between him and the girl. 

"Lady won’t bother you there, will she, 
Agnes?” 

"Why — ” She looked at him sharply. 
"Why, no.” 

His blind-sharpened ears caught a note in 
her voice that told him he had hurt her. 
She did not know that she had expressed the 
hurt. His arm burned where her fingers had 
touched it. Again he rode in silence. The 
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sky had clouded, the sun was gone, and the 
wind blew cool upon his face. And yet his 
face was hot. 

The car stopped with a sudden jerk. 

"What a beautiful cluster of rnountain 
laurel,” Agnes cried. "It’s in by a pond. I 
must get an armful for MoUy. She’ll love 
it.” 

"Is it hard to reach?” Jerry lowered him- 
self from the truck. 

"Don’t come. It’s rough going. I’ll be 
only a few minutes.” 

He stood in the road with Lady and her 
voice came back to him. "I’ve never seen 
such beautiful laurel. There’s one magnifi- 
cent bush, and if I can reach it — ” Her 
voice broke sharply and ended in a cry of 
"Jerry!” And then there was silence. 

Jerry cried an alarmed, “Agnes!” 

No answer. 

"Agnes. Are you hurt?” 

His voice lingered, but no voice answered 
him. Lady whined and moved anxiously. A 
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cold sweat broke out on Jerry’s forehead 
and his hands were ice. 

"Agnes!” 

And still no answer. 

"Lady!” His voice was an agonized 
prayer. "Take me to her. Find her, Lady.” 

The dog understood. The whining 
stopped and she started otf at once. But 
abruptly the pace slackened and she warned 
him with her body. He felt aroimd with the 
wisp of a cane he always carried in his 
right hand. He felt lumps and moxmds, 
hard, uneven, adamant. His heart almost 
failed. Rocks! 

"On, Lady.” 

The dog led him slowly, keeping so close 
to him that he could go forward only by 
inches. They turned and twisted; his feet 
flotmdered on slipping gravel. He knew that 
she was leading him between rocks, skirt- 
ing him around barriers, working him 
steadily, persistently in one general direc- 
tion. Once, when she had to take him up 
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the steep face of a rock, she whined her 
anxiety. Twice his groping, struggling feet 
slid back. His soul cried out in agony. Sight. 
Sight. Oh, for just five minutes of precious 
sight! 

Grimly he tried the rock again. And now 
Lady shifted and got behind him. Her 
strong body was a brace. Foot by foot he 
fought forward, foot by foot he won to the 
top. Lady promptly shifted so that she was 
partly in front of him. He discovered the 
direction in which she wished to take him 
and lowered himself tmtil he sat upon the 
rock. Edging forward, he slid slowly down 
the other side. 

The dog stopped. 

"On, Lady.” 

Lady did not move. 

"On,” Jerry pleaded. 

The dog’s whine was almost a human cry. 

In the darkness that walled him in Jerry 
felt about with the cane. If Lady refused 
to take him farther there must be a reason. 
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He felt to the front, to the right — The 
cane touched something soft. 

"Agnes!” 

And still no answer. 

Kneeling, balancing by feel and instinct, 
he got her into his arms and got her off the 
ground. He listened. Her heart still beat. 
She was aUve. 

"Agnes. Please speak.” In a passion of 
fear and tenderness he bent his head and 
pressed his lips to her face. 

Eyelids fluttered against his cheeks. 
Startled, his arms froze. And thus he 
knelt, holding her. 

"Put me down,” she said in a whisper. 
“Pm all right now.” 

"Are you sure? What happened to you?” 
“I slipped and turned my ankle. I think 
I must have fainted. Fm all right now.” 

His arms did not relax, nor did she make 
an eflFort to leave them. He felt that it 
would be joy to hold her thus forever. 

"I love you,” he said. "I never meant to 
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tell you. I would not have kissed you had I 
thought you would ever know. I love you.” 

It seemed an eternity before she answered. 
“Why shouldn’t you tell me?” 

The world stood stUl. A cat-bird shrilled 
from a near-by thicket and a gray squirrel 
played along the branch of a tree. Jerry’s 
arms tightened with a hungry ache. 

“If you know what you’re saying — ” 

Her voice breathed in his ear. “I know 
what I’m saying. I know what I mean. I’ve 
known since that day in the living-room 
when you caught my hand.” 

“You ran away from me.” 

“I was startled; it came so suddenly. 
Later I knew. Then I could find no way to 
let you know.” 

There was no longer a world. There was 
just this spot among the rocks; just the two 
of them. 

“I can bring you only blindness,” he said 
huskily. 

“Blindness?” There was wonder, and 
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magic, and glory in her voice; a catch, the 
edge of a sob, a peal of triumph. “What is 
blindness when there is so much of courage, 
and kindness, and sympathy, and — Oh, my 
dear, my dear. You do not know how much 
you are really bringing me.” 
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CHAPTER Vin 

JERRY LANE CAME BACK TO THE ROAD AS 

a man comes forward who had suddenly 
and miracTilously found life. With Agnes 
on one side and Lady Nan on the other he 
emerged from the rocks stalwart and 
straight. The uncanny dog, as though sens- 
ing the happiness of her master, made of her 
golden tail a frantically joyous plume. 
Agnes helped Jerry up into the truck and 
mounted nimbly on the other side — and 
now the dog was no longer between them. 
A minute passed and the car did not move. 
"You are hurt,” Jerry cried. 

Her hand touched his arm. "Fm photo- 
graphing a picture I’ll always carry in my 
mind — a pond, and scattered rocks and 
blooming laurel.” 
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**I wish,” Jerry said wistfully, "I could 
see it for just a moment.” Then the wistful- 
ness was gone. *T don’t have to see it. I’ve 
lived it.” 

The air blowing down from the hills was 
still cool; his face no longer hot. He began to 
sing a song that Molly often sang about 
the house. Agnes Kenyon’s voice joined his. 

"Drive slowly,” he said when the song 
was finished. "Let’s hold this moment as 
long as we can.” 

"All our lives,” said Agnes. 

The speed of the truck slackened. Mile 
after mile they came slowly down the hill 
slopes. Suddenly she began to laugh. 

"We forgot Molly’s laurel.” She, too, 
would henceforth think in terms of "We.” 

"We’re bringing her something better,” 
Jerry said. 

Late in the afternoon the truck turned 
into the driveway and stopped near the 
barn. Molly ran from the house. 

"I was almost sick with worry,” she 
182 



DARK CONQUEST 

called to them. "When you did not get back 
I thought something must surely have hap- 
pened.” 

"Something did happen,” Jerry cried and 
let himself down from the truck. "Some- 
thing wonderful, Molly. Tell her, Agnes.” 

Agnes Kenyon’s eyes, eloquent, were no 
more eloquent than the rapt, blind face. 

"I think Molly knows,” Agnes said 
breathlessly. Jerry’s hand went out to her 
and she took it and held it. 

Molly’s arms went around them both. 

"You’re crying,” Jerry said blankly. 

"Don’t you know it’s because I’m burst- 
ing with gladness?” She turned abruptly 
and ran back to the house. There, after 
awhile, Agnes found her. 

"Is it all right, Molly?” The girl’s voice 
was low. 

"Don’t you know it is?” 

"I — ^I wasn’t sure. You’re not afraid, not 
really? No little hidden fears?” 

"Why should there be? You’re both so 
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sincere, so fine and real. I did have a fear 
once, but it’s gone. It’s been gone a long 
time.” 

*'His blindness?” 

*'Yes.” 

"Jerry will never be blind to me,” Agnes 
said simply. 

Molly’s song that late afternoon was the 
song of a lark soaring in th^ heavens. She 
loved every foot of this house in which she 
had been born, but today it held a beauty 
she had never quite realized. The voices of 
Agnes and Jerry, coming from the living- 
room, throbbed with a warmth and a rich- 
ness that went through her. There were 
jelly orders to be filled imd she went to the 
barn and packed glasses into cartons and 
filled out address stickers. Michael could 
carry the cartons to the truck — She saw the 
boy’s red head come along the driveway and 
beckoned to him with a cautioning finger. 

"Michael, you’ll never guess the news.” 

"Are we getting another truck? Could I 
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learn to drive one of them? Could I? I bet 
in no time I would be such a swell driver — ” 

“Hush! What would we be doing with 
two trucks, I’d like to know. Jerry’s going 
to be married.” 

“Yeah?” The boy’s eyes grew round with 
wonder. “Who’s he going to marry?” 

“Agnes.” 

“Aw, gosh.” Michael’s face fell into a 
dark scowl. “Does he have to go and get 
married? Does he? Why does he have to 
spoil it when everything is going so swell?” 

“You impossible lad! Would you mind 
telling me how in the world that’s going to 
spoil anything?” 

“Well — ” He scuflfled a shoe across the 
barn floor. “That will make Agnes one of 
our family, won’t it?” 

“Of course.” 

“Sure. Didn’t I know it? And do you 
know what that is going to mean? Do you? 
All right. I’ll tell you what it’s going to 
mean. It means I’ll have just one more boss 
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to tell me what to do.” He stalked toward 
the house. 

Molly’s laughter followed him. She la- 
beled the last carton and came to the 
kitchen to prepare supper. Jerry had gone 
out with Lady Nan, and Agnes sat at her 
desk entering items in the ledger. She 
flashed Molly a smile. 

"The Good Will House took in $380 to- 
day.” 

That meant a $38 commission. Thirty- 
eight dollars in one day and the jelly orders 
added to that — It still seemed a miracle. 

"Will you stay for supper, Agnes?” 

"Td like to. Today above all other days, 
m tell my folks.” 

"They don’t know about Jerry?” 

"Not yet.” 

Molly’s hand ran down the hem of her 
apron. "How will they look upon it?” 

"My mother has known for a long time 
how I felt toward Jerry.” Agnes put the 
book away and came toward the door. 

186 



DARK CONQUEST 

"Jerry,” she said dreamily, "and Michael 
and you. I’m getting all the Efest of it, 
Molly.” 

Molly’s song soared again. 

Supper was a meal long to remember. 
Gay hearts, light hearts, young hearts! 
Amid the talk and the laughter Michael sat 
with a puzzled look on his face. His eyes 
roved darkly from a golden-haired girl to 
the blind face of his brother. 

Agnes lifted an eyebrow meaningly. 
"Does Michael know?” 

Molly’s lips had a quirk. "I told him.” 
"Sure, she told me,” the boy blurted. "I 
guess I’m one of this family. I get told 
things.” 

"What do you think of it?” Jerry asked. 
Michael debated the question glumly. 
"Maybe it will be all right,” he conceded 
grudgingly. 

Jerry threw back his head with a shout of 
laughter. 

Molly brought in the dessert, a three- 
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layer cake covered with mocha icing. Mi- 
chael immediately forgot the dire threat of 
Jerry’s marriage. 

"Do you know, Molly,” Agnes contem- 
plated, "this is about the only thing I think 
I can cook better than you?” 

Michael roused. "Layer cake?” he de- 
manded eagerly. 

"A girl should be able to do one thing 
better than anybody else,” Agnes com- 
plained. "Why the surprise?” 

Michael was on the edge of his chair. "Can 
you, Agnes? Can you make swell layer- 
cake? Will you let me come to supper some- 
time when you and Jerry have layer-cake? 
Will you?” 

Agnes drawled, "What do you think of 
that, Molly? First he sneers at me, and then 
he expects me to throw open the doors and 
killed the fatted calf.” 

"I didn’t say anything about a calf,” 
Michael protested. "I was ta lking about 
cake.” 
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This time Jerry’s laughter shook the 
room. 

They sat at table a long time. Michael 
disappeared into some remote corner of the 
house. Jerry’s fork moved thoughtfully 
back and forth across the table-cloth. 

"The Good Will House will probably not 
last more than another two years,” he said. 
"Some of the people simply can’t pay now 
and we’re not here to harry them. Some 
have been so hard hit that they’ll never be 
able to pay. Those that can pay will ulti- 
mately clear their debts. Bpt by that time 
the jelly business will be firmly on its feet.” 

"Have you ever thought of canned vege- 
tables?” Agnes asked. 

"Why should we?” Molly asked. "Isn’t it 
best to have one product and a good name 
for it?” 

Jerry nodded. "I spoke to David a month 
ago. He says it’s folly to try to spread out 
too far and too thin.” 

Somehow, Molly thought, David played 
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his part in all their lives. Away from the 
table at last she and Agnes washed and 
wiped the dishes, and Agnes whispered the 
story of what had happened at the pond. 
Jerry’s contented whistle sounded from the 
porch. 

"Isn’t this David’s night?” Agnes asked 
suddenly. 

"He’ll be here by eight o’clock.” 

"Do you know it’s twenty of? Run along 
and get ready.” 

"But there’s still the pots and pans — ” 

Agnes tried to imitate Michael’s blurted 
accents. "I guess I’m one of this family; I 
guess I can finish them.” She pushed Molly 
toward the door. "Don’t keep him waiting 
tonight, Molly.” 

A single glance of understanding passed 
between them. 

In her room her heart beat faster and she 
took unusual care with the rites that Mi- 
chael derisively called "prettying up.” She 
heard David’s car stop outside the house and 
190 



DARK. CONQUEST 

heard the echo of his deep voice as he talked 
to Jerry. She came downstairs and stepped 
out upon the porch. 

David’s voice stopped in the middle of a 
word. "Molly!” he said. 

That one word was a tribute. Molly’s 
laugh, soft and tremulous, was all silver and 
gold. She sank back into the soft luxury of 
the car. 

David slid in behind the wheel. "Want to 
see the show here in the village or run over 
to the Westwood theater?” 

"Would — ^would you mind if we did not 
see a picture tonight?” 

“You’re all the picture I need to see, to- 
night or any night. Where to?” 

"Just drive. I have something to tell 
you.” 

They glided from the curb. “Any place in 
particular?” 

“Do you know a pond on the road to 
Hillcrest with a large scattering of rocks in 
front of it?” 
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"That would probably be Silver Pond.” 

“Take me there.” 

“There isn’t a house within a mile of that 
pond.” 

“I know. Take me there.” 

Mystified, he followed the road to the 
hills. A thought struck him sharply. 

“Good or bad, MoUy?” 

"What, David?” 

"This news?” 

“Would I hold bad news suspended over 
you like a sword?” 

"If it were only — ” But he did not say 
what it was he hoped. He seemed to speak 
more to himself than to her as though some- 
thing lay in his mind that he dared not put 
into words. 

The moon came up over the dark rim of 
the hills, a young moon that all at once filled 
the valley with a veil of misty splendor. 
Molly watched the strong, quiet hands that 
held the wheel. They were, to her, symbolic 
of security, of a dependability that would 
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never waver. The world might shake and 
totter, but she knew that David would al- 
ways stand between her and harm. 

"We ought to be near the pond,” he said. 

She was the first to catch sight of shim- 
mering silver through the thinning trees. 
The moon bathed the pond with an inde- 
scribable beauty. A ghostly mist rose from 
the water like gossamer lace. 

"Stop here, David.” 

Still mystified, he brought the car to a 
halt. She stared at the ominous shadows 
that were the rocks. Her imagination pic- 
tured her bhnd brother stumbling forward, 
holding to a hand-grip, and Lady Nan 
guiding him tmwaveringly among pitfalls 
and traps. Blind, and yet he had managed to 
reach Agnes’s side, 

"Can you tell me now?” David asked. 

Still watching the rocks she said, "Jerry 
and Agnes are to be married.” 

A whip-poor-will called through the 
night; the distance-softened hoot of an owl 
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came faintly on the summer air. Some small 
animal scurried through the brush at the 
side of the car. 

"Molly!” 

She turned toward him. 

“You’re sure of this? Positive?” 

“They told me.” 

He spoke slowly. He had to speak slowly 
for his voice wasn’t steady. 

“"When — ^when Jerry went blind that 
seemed to be the end of everything. All our 
httle plans, our dreams; there didn’t seem to 
be anything left. You felt it was your duty 
to take care of him and that it wouldn’t be 
fair to throw the burden on me. It has been 
hard, harder on you than on me, and yet I 
never heard you complain. Sometimes I re- 
belled; sometimes I spoke hasty, bitter words 
that hurt you. But I’ve always honored you 
— always. Now, with Jerry and Agnes mar- 
ried — Molly, look at me.” 

Her eyes met his, brave, level eyes sud- 
denly grown tender. 
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"This releases you, doesn’t it?” 

"How can you release a heart,” she whis- 
pered, “that has been captive for so long a 
time?” 

He kissed her. Their love had been too 
deep, too strong for voluble demonstration. 
It was too strong and deep now. But she 
trembled in his arms. 

"Are you cold? This mountain chill — 

"I’ve never before been so warm with 
gladness.” 

Now it was his arms that trembled. 

"My David,” she said. 

The moon was higher in the sky and the 
mountain was all dark shadows save for the 
places where the moon shot it with a silver 
radiance. The call of the whip-poor-will had 
become a benediction. The future, once lost, 
was theirs again. 

Oh, but there were eager plans to make. 
So many plans. Molly told David she had 
begun to train a girl to supervise the work 
of jelly-making. 
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"When we are in our home” — might 
have been a rapt Jerry who spoke, the way 
her head was thrown back — "I must have 
the time to keep it clean and becoming, the 
way the house of a bride should be, for your 
home-coming. You won’t want a tired wife 
to welcome you at the door. FU supervise a 
little, of course, apd they can always call 
me if they need me. But my first thought 
and my strength must always be for you.” 

His lips touched her hair. "What about 
the old house?” 

"It should be theirs, don’t you think?” 

"Yes. It might be hard for Jerry to grow 
accustomed to a new place.” 

"And then there’s the business,” Molly 
said. "It will be better for them, living so 
near the barn. They’ll be only a step away.” 

"We must begin to look for a house of 
our own,” David told her. "It must have a 
garden and a roomy garage — ” 

"And a wide fireplace in the living- 
room — ” Molly interrupted eagerly. 
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“And the sun pouring in through the 
windows of the breakfast-nook — 

"And a porch with red roses climbing a 
trellis — ” 

"And a dry cellar with a good furnace — ” 

Molly’s laugh was like the tinkle of bells. 
Ah, trust David to be practical. From ro- 
mance to coal and ashes. She snuggled 
against his shoulder. 

"And then there’s Michael,” she said. 

He did not answer at once. 

Her breath almost left her. The old house 
would not be the place for Michael, for 
Jerry and Agnes would be too busy with 
jelly and the Good Will House to give him 
the attention a mad lad would need. And if 
he shouldn’t stay there, and if David did not 
want the care of him — 

"What a lot of fun it’s going to be,” 
David said, "watching him grow up right 
under our eyes.” 

Molly’s breath came back with a rush. 

The moon grew brighter and the hills 
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were hushed. Reluctantly at last David 
turned the car back toward the village in 
the valley. A dog ran out of a farm-yard 
and barked as they passed, running along for 
a while beside the car. 

"If it hadn’t been for Lady Nan,”- David 
said suddenly, "none of this could have hap- 
pened.” 

Molly nodded soberly. First Lady, and 
after her — ^fortune. For Lady had brought 
Jerry a courage and a new faith, and out of 
these had come everything else. 

A night-hght burned in the lower hall; 
every window in the house was dark. David 
helped her from the car. 

"No more seeing you only twice a week, 
Molly.” 

Her eyes smiled at him. 

"Every night.” 

Her lips were warm. "I’ll count the hours 
until the evening, for the evening will al- 
ways mean your coming.” 

She closed the front door and locked it. 
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The feet of a dog, eternally watchful, 
padded overhead. 

"It’s all right. Lady.” 

The hall was sweet with the scent of the 
garden. Molly went to the kitchen and 
busied herself with famihar tasks. She set 
out eggs, and sliced bread to lay out for 
the morning’s toast. She laid a fresh cloth 
upon the table and washed a bowl of ber- 
ries. 

Presently she stood in the center of the 
kitchen and looked about her slowly as one 
who says "Good-by.” Every nook and 
cranny of this old house held some sacred 
memory; the years had consecrated every 
room. Even though she would leave it gladly 
with David, the thought of leaving brought 
a pang. 

Michael’s room would be empty, except, 
of course, when the harum-scarum lad came 
to stay the night expecting layer-cake 
for supper. Her lips took on a momentary 
quirk of humor. A woman’s voice would be 
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lifted in song, but the song would not be 
hers. Agnes’s smile would brighten the days; 
Agnes’s hand would turn on the welcoming 
lights as the evening shadows fell. Agnes 
and Jerry! Who better than Agnes to go be- 
side her blind brother through the far reach 
of all the good days to come? 

She set the berries in the ice-box to chill. 
Her task was done. 

“May Agnes always,” she said aloud, "love 
him as I love David.” 

As she went upstairs another thought of 
Michael crossed her mind. What would the 
mad lad think of it all? That he was acquir- 
ing still another boss? One could never be 
sure about Michael. 

The boy lay in sleep, one sturdy arm 
thrown above his head. A damp curl of red 
hair clung to his forehead, a smudge was 
streaked across the freckled nose. Evidently, 
with no one to see to it, he had joyously 
neglected to wash. The lad needed a bit be- 
tween his teeth and a firm, guiding hand on 
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the rein. And he would need, before long, 
the counsel of a man, generous, understand- 
ing and wise. 

She stood there looking down at him. 
He’d find the counselor and friend in David. 
A thrill of tenderness ran through her and 
she kissed the boy’s warm cheeks. 

"God keep you, Michael,” she breathed. 
Lady lay across the threshold of Jerry’s 
room, the eternal sentinel and guide. 
Molly went down upon her knees and put 
her arms around the tawny head. 

"What would we ever have done without 
you?” 

' The dog’s moist tongue touched her 
cheek. The tawny head nestled against her 
shoulder. 

"Thank you for everything. Lady. 
Everything.” 

Jerry stirred in his sleep. Instantly the 
dog pulled away from her and went silently 
to the bed. Reassured, the shepherd came 
back to the threshold. 
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Molly’s arms went around the glorious 
head again. 

“Lady!” she said softly. “Oh, Lady! May 
Agnes always love him as you do.” 

It seemed, at the moment, a greater trib- 
ute than her own love for David. She went 
down the haU to her own room with a song 
in her heart. 

(I) 
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